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EEMIMSCEXCES  OF  THE   COURT  AND  TIMES 


OF 


KING  EENEST  OF  HANOYEE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

•WHY  I  ACCEPTED  THE  CHAPLAINCY  AT  HANOVER — DR.  KEATE — 
DR.  WELLESLEY'S  INFLUENCE — KING  OF  HANOVER — EVERY 
CRIME  IN  THE  DECALOGUE — MURDER  OF  SELLIS — ODD  ROYAL 
HABITS  IN  CHURCH — MY  RECEPTION  BY  THE  KING AN  '  OLD- 
FOWL  '  PARSON — THE  RECTOR  OF  STRATHFIELDSAYE — '  IF  ONE 
HAS   A   CORN,  THE   KING'S   SURE   TO   TREAD   ON   IT.' 

Having  often  been  asked  by  friends  to  rescue  from 
oblivion  certain  stories  that  I  told  them  of  the  Court 
of  Hanover,  where  I  passed  many  years  of  my  life,  and 
"where  I  saw  many  notorieties  and  a  good  many  curiosi- 
ties, I  purpose  to  employ  some  long  winter  evenings  to 
rub  up  reminiscences  as  far  as  a  septuagenarian  memory 
will  permit,  for  I  have  no  notes. 

INly  going  there  was  what  some  would  call  accidental, 
but  what  I  like  to  call  providential ;  and  it  has  been 
attended  with  many  blessings,  for  which,  I  trust,  I  am 
truly  thankful. 


2  DR.   KEATE. 

I  was  a  young  curate,  liappy  as  the  day  was  long, 
with  everything,  in  a  moderate  way,  that  the  workl 
seemed  able  to  give  ;  with  a  beloved  wife,  two  healthy 
little  ones,  and  fairer  means  than  most  curates  ;  wdth 
the  kindest  *  of  old  rectors.  Dr.  Keate  (of  Eton  mem- 
ory), with  his  family,  vying  with  each  other  to  show  us 
every  attention  ;  with  an  excellent  house  in  a  very  pretty 
part  of  Hampshire  ;  Avith  a  small,  manageable  parish, 
and  a  flock,  if  rather  primitive,  still  without  a  real  black 
sheep  amongst  them,  and  all  respectful  and  devoted  to 
their  pastors,  old  and  young,  and  taking  their  every 
Avord,  every  hint  as  law.  What  more  could  a  young 
man  just  entering  upon  his  professional  career  expect 
or  desire  ? 

Alas !  the  dream  was  short.  My  wife  soon  began  to 
suffer  from  a  mysterious  illness  (Avhich  was  proved  after- 
wards to  be  caused  by  the  water  running  through  leaden 
pipes),  and  I  Avas  forced  to  resign  my  charge.  I  had 
packed  up  all  my  things,  and  kncAV  not  Avhere  to  go  or 
what  to  do.  I  made  a  round  of  farewell  visits,  and 
amongst  them  called  upon  my  neighbour,  the  late  Dean 
of  Windsor  (Dr.  Wellesley),  then  rector  of  Strathfield- 
saye,  wdio,  as  a  brother  Etonian,  had  always  been  from 
the  first  my  intimate  and  very  kind  friend.     He  said, 

'Well,    you  are  leaving  us.       What   are   you  going 
to  do?' 

I  said  I  really  was  bewildered  ;  I  really  did  not  know 
wdiat  step  to  take.    I  could  not  afford  to  live  in  England 

*  I  am  glad  to  give  this  testimony,  as  I  see  the  author  of  a 
book  upon  Eton  Life,  lately  published,  Avho  never  had  any  per- 
sonal acquaintance  with  the  noted  man,  eitlier  at  school  or  at  home, 
presumes  to  call  him  'the  truculent  Dr.  Keate.' 


ABOMINABLE  ACCUSATIONS.  3 

doing  nothing.  I  could  not,  in  the  state  of  my  Avife's 
health,  enter  upon  another  curacy ;  but,  as  she  seemed 
to  think  she  would  like  to  try  a  cold  climate,  I  thought 
it  would  end  in  my  going  to  the  north  of  Germany  for 
the  winter.     He  said, 

'  The  King  of  Hanover  wants  a  chaplain.  Would 
that  suit  you?     I  should  be  glad  to  recommend  you.' 

The  King  of  Hanover !  the  Duke  of  Cumberland ! 
The  '  illustrious  duke  ' !  Illustrious,  as  Lord  Brougham 
said  insultingly  to  his  face,  by  courtesy ! 

The  noted,  stern,  unbending  Tory  duke,  honoured  as 
such  by  his  political  party,  but  the  subject  simply  of 
execration  to  all  on  the  opposite  side,  and,  indeed,  to 
people  in  general  who  did  not  know  him  personally  !  I 
Avas  indeed  taken  aback.  The  stories  that  were  current 
of  him  almost  made  my  hair  stand  on  end !  I  myself 
heard  the  king  say,  some  time  afterwards  at  Hanover, 
that  he  had  been  accused  of  every  crime  in  the  deca- 
logue ;  but  he  was  thankful,  he  added,  that  '  vox  populi ' 
was  not  always  'vox  Dei.' 

These  things,  of  course,  I  had  not  grown  up  without 
hearing.  In  fact,  the  great  libel  case  had  occurred  only  a 
few  years  before  ('32),  in  which,  after  the  most  abomin- 
able accusations  against  the  then  Duke  of  Cumberland, 
by  one  named  Joseph  Phillips,  that  man  said, 

'  The  general  opinion  Avas  that  His  Royal  Highness 
had  been  the  murderer  of  his  servant  Sellis.' 

Upon  such  an  openly-published  charge,  His  Royal 
Highness  at  once  caused  a  prosecution  to  be  instituted  ; 
but  though  it  is  an  historical  fact  that  the  jury,  after  the 
summing-up  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  without  retiring 
for   consultation,   without   any   hesitation,  imrncdiatdy 
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returned  a  verdict  of  guilty  against  the  libeller  ;  though 
it  is  an  equally  historical  fact   that   at   the   coroner's 
inquest  upon  the  body  of  Sellis  in  1811,  when  sixteen 
men  were  on  the  jury,  when  seventeen  witnesses  and 
two  surgeons  were  examined,  and  four  reporters  were 
present,  who  recorded,  '  the  hangings  of  the  duke's  bed 
were  cut ;  there  was  blood  on  the  wall  and  on  a  picture, 
as  if  from  an  artery  ;  Sellis  was  found  on  his  bed,  the 
razor  on  the  left  side  (the  man  was  a  left-handed  man)  ; 
there  was  no  summing-up.     All  the  jury  agreed  on  the 
fact ;  two  did  not  think  the  man  sane— the  verdict  was 
felo-de-se,  though  Sir  Everard  Home,  the  eminent  surgeon 
of  the  day,  gave  his  evidence,  as  it  stands  recorded  : — 
'  He  found  the  duke  on  his  bed  deluged  with  blood,  and 
the  drapery  above  the  pilloAV  sprinkled  with  blood  from 
the   wounded   artery.     This  could  not  have  happened 
had  not  the  head  been  lying  on  the  pillow  when  it  was 
wounded.     The  scalp  and  skull  were  completely  divided, 
so  that  the  pulsation  of  the  arteries  of  the  brain  was  dis- 
tinguished.    They  found  Sellis  on  his  bed,  his  throat  so 
cut  that  he  could  not  have  survived  above  a  minute ; 
the  length  and  direction  of  the  wound  left  no  doubt  that 
it  had  been  given  by  his  own  hand.     The  coat  was  on  a 
chair,  the  sleeve  from  the  shoulder  to  the  wrist  sprinkled 
with  blood.'     Again,  the  author  of  '  Court  Life  Below 
Stau's  :  or,  London  under  the  Georges,'  a  most  severe  and 
adverse  critic  in  regard  to  the  looks,  manners,  morals, 
and  actions  of  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  after  reviewing 
the  whole  case,  wrote  as  follows  : — * 

'It  was  now  of  course  quite  clear  to  the  meanest 

*  Vol.  iv.,  p.  99. 
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comprehension  that  Sellis  had  striven  in  the  strangest 
fashion  to  murder  the  duke  with  a  remarkably  awkward 
weapon,  a  favourite  sabre  which  His  Royal  Highness 
always  kept  in  his  bed-room,  and  that  His  Royal  High- 
ness providentially  saved  his  life  by  fl.ying  from  this 
would-be  assassin,  who,  it  may  be  remarked,  was  much 
inferior  to  the  duke  in  strength  and  stature,  and  that, 
fearing  detection,  the  unhappy  Sellis  had,  before  even 
the  slightest  suspicion  could  rest  upon  him,  put  an  end 
to  his  wretched  existence;  it  only  remained  for  a  jury 
to  be  summoned,  who,  after  four  hours'  mature  delibera- 
tion, returned  a  verdict  that  Sellis  had  committed 
suicide,  Avhen  his  body  Avas  buried  without  ceremony  on 
the  high-road.' 

Though,  upon  the  strength  of  these  recorded  facts, 
there  can  be  no  question  that  the  man  Sellis  attempted 
to  murder  the  duke  as  he  was  l}ing  aslee^j* — for  what 
reason  does  not  appear — still,  in  the  face  of  all  this, 
such  were  the  prejudices  of  the  people,  such  their  detes- 
tation of  the  duke,  that,  though  the  verdict  in  the  libel 
case  was  so  distinctly  in  his  favour,  the  feeling,  I  believe, 
of  nine-tenths  of  the  lower  class  and  of  the  great  ma- 
jority of  His  Royal  Highnesss  political  enemies  was 
that  of  the  man  in  the  old  adage  who  '  complied  against 
his  will ; '  they,  as  he,  were  '  of  the  same  opinion  still.' 
Knowing  all  this,  could  I,  dare  I,  accept  the  appointment 
of  His  Majesty's  domestic  chaplain  ? 

*  One  of  the  old  pages  of  the  back  stairs,  who  was  in  the  royal 
service  at  the  time  (1811)  told  me  that  His  Majesty's  life  was 
providentially  saved  by  the  end  of  the  sword,  with  which  the 
man  struck  his  sleeping  master,  catching  the  bed-hangings,  whicli 
broke  the  blow.  Had  it  come  down  with  its  full  force,  it  must 
have  smashed  the  head  to  pieces. 
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Again,  I  knew  His  Majesty  patronized  some  clergymen 
for  Avliom  the  world  had  little  respect,  and  acquaintances 
of  their  own  college  had  no  respect.  Indeed,  it  was 
always  supposed  His  Majesty's  intimacy  and  familiarity 
with  these  clergymen  were  purposely  shown  to  lead 
them  to  excess  and  amuse  himself  by  making  fools 
of  them.  This  was  the  common  story :  I  knew  it,  as 
one  of  them  was  of  my  own  college.  Again,  royal 
peculiarities  in  church  were  well  known. 

The  king's  brother,  the  good  old  Duke  of  Cambridge, 
had  a  custom,  even  during  service,  of  giving  vent  quite 
loudly  to  the  thoughts  current  in  his  mind.  Stories 
were  about  that,  when  the  clergyman  said,  'Let  us 
pray,'  His  Royal  Highness  had  added,  quite  audibly, 
'  With  all  my  heart ; '  when  the  clergyman  read  in  the 
story  of  Zacchseus,  'Behold  the  half  of  my  goods  I 
give  to  the  poor,'  the  duke  astonished  the  congregation 
by  saying  aloud,  '  No  !  no !  I  can't  do  that ;  that's  too 
much  for  any  man — no  objection  to  a  tenth.'  Again, 
when  there  had  been  a  long  drought,  and  the  prayer 
was  announced  for  rain,  'Yes,  yes,'  said  the  duke  aloud, 
'  quite  right,  quite  right ;  but  it  will  never  rain  till  the 
wind  changes.' 

If  these  remarks  were  not  strictly  true  (though  I 
really  believe  they  were),  I  do  know  they  were  fair 
specimens  of  '  se  non  e  vero  e  ben  trovato,'  because  I 
was  well  acquainted  with  a  curate  of  Kew  who  gave  up 
his  appointment  for  this  very  and  sole  reason.  He 
Avrote  and  offered  to  recommend  me,  and  said  nothing 
could  exceed  the  gracious  condescension  of  the  duke 
and  duchess  in  every  way,  and  the  extreme  kindness 
of  every  member  of  the  royal  household,  from  high  to 
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low ;  but  there  was  iJiot  one  point  which,  with  his 
nervous  temperament,  he  found,  after  a  good  trial,  he 
was  quite  unable  to  endure,  and  most  reluctantly  he 
had  sent  in  his  resignation ;  but  if  I  could  stand  these 
remarks  out  loud,  with  criticisms  upon  the  prayers  and 
on  the  sermon,  he  was  sure  there  was  no  more  eligible 
curacy  in  England,  and  no  doubt  it  might  lead  to 
future  preferment. 

Rumour  having  credited  George  III.  with  this  same 
propensity,  of  course  I  feared  this  thinking  aloud  might 
be  a  family  habit,  and  might  prove  a  stumbling  block  in 
my  way  in  regard  to  the  King  of  Hanover,  All  this 
came  into  my  head,  and  had  to  be  weighed  in  the  scale. 
My  friend,  the  Rector  of  Strathfieldsaye,  perfectly 
understood  my  difficulty,  and  granted  me  a  couple  of 
days,  for  which  I  begged,  to  think  the  matter  over. 

My  wife  and  I  took  counsel  together.  I  laid  the 
matter  before  the  Lord,  and  I  rose  up  with  the  result 
in  my  heart — God  helping  me,  I  will  go. 

This  answer  I  carried  to  my  friend  the  next  morning. 
He  said  he  would  mention  me  to  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton that  evening,  and  his  grace  would  write  to  the  king, 
who  was  in  London. 

Two  days  afterwards  I  received  a  letter  to  say  His 
Majesty  was  pleased  to  accept  the  recommendation  of 
the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  I  was  to  go  up  to  town 
immediately  to  be  presented  by  Dr.  Jelf  at  St.  James's 
Palace.  The  next  day  I  made  my  appearance  at  the 
time  appointed.  It  was  an  ordeal  to  which  I  own  I  was 
going  in  anxiety  and  nervousness,  not  to  say  fear  and 
trembling ;  but  I  was,  as  it  were,  at  the  dentist's  door, 
and  the  tooth  had  to  be  draAvn,  and  the  sooner  the 
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better.  So  I  knocked  without  hesitation,  and  was 
ushered  in  by  sundry  powdered  footmen,  and  found 
Dr.  Jelf  already  there.  We  were  scarcely  kept  waiting 
a  minute  in  tlie  ante-room,  and  as  various  clocks — I 
should  think  a  good  dozen — struck  the  hour  (ail  who 
knew  the  king  atHI  remember  His  Majesty  had  a  sort 
of  mania  for  clocks),  the  folding-doors  were  opened, 
and  I  actually  stood  in  the  presence  of  royalty,  before 
my  new  master. 

His  Majesty's  reception  was  most  kind,  and  put  me 
quite  at  my  ease.  He  knew  I  had  been  at  Eton,  and 
he  talked  freely  of  the  dear  old  place,  in  which  he  had 
learnt,  as  he  said,  from  his  father  to  take  great  interest. 
He  knew  I  had  been  at  King's,  and  when  he  found  that, 
as  member  of  the  college,  I  had  been  present  at  the 
banquet  when  he  himself  had  dined  in  our  hall,  a  few 
years  before,  with  many  men  of  note,  particularly  tlie 
Marquis  of  Camden,  at  the  time  of  the  installation  of 
that  nobleman  as  Chancellor  of  the  University,  of 
course  that  formed  a  topic  of  conversation.  Then  His 
Majesty  was  pleased  to  add  that  he  was  very  glad  to 
accept  and  w^elcome  one  who  had  high  testimonials  from 
his  friend,  the  Rector  of  Strathfieldsaye,  and  he  hoped 
I  should  be  ready  to  enter  upon  my  duties  very  shortly 
upon  his  return  to  Hanover,  a  few  weeks  hence,  at  the 
end  of  the  London  season.  He  was  also,  he  said,  very 
glad  to  find  I  had  already  been  abroad  for  some  years, 
and  could  speak  German,  and  was  acquainted  with 
foreign  ways  and  manners  ;  it  would,  no  doubt,  make 
my  residence  more  agreeable,  and  I  should  not  be 
home-sick  for  Old  England. 

His  Majesty  then  gave  me  the  signal  bow.     I  did 
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not  take  the  hint,  but  begged  His  Majesty's  pardon, 
and  ventured  to  say  there  was  one  point  I  felt  bound 
to  mention,  as  it  might  alter  His  JNIajesty's  gracious 
intention  towards  me,  and  that  was,  that  I  might  be 
called  back  to  England  any  day,  and  be  obliged  to  give 
up  my  service  at  a  short  notice,  as  I  was  to  succeed  to 
a  living  in  my  own  county,  the  incumbent  of  which  Avas 
a  man  advanced  in  years,  somewhat  above  seventy,  and 
in  a  bad  state  of  health. 

'Ach  Gottl'said  His  Majesty,  laughing,  'is  that 
all  ?  Old  parsons  are  always  tough  ;  you  come  with 
me.  Good-day — good-day,'  and  His  Majesty  bowed 
me  out. 

I  may  mention,  a  proidos  to  this  supposed  old-fowl 
quality  of  parsons.  His  Majesty  said  to  me  some  time 
afterwards  in  Hanover,  'Doctor'  (His  Majesty  always 
called  me  doctor,  I  suppose  because  he  was  used  to  it 
by  having  Dr.  Jelf  so  long  as  his  domestic  chaplain), 
'  do  you  see  in  the  papers  that  my  old  friend  Dr.  Blom- 
berg  is  dead  ?     I  wonder  what  the  deuce  he  died  of?' 

'Well,  sir,'  I  said,  '  I  think  he  was  ninety-six,  and  so 
we  may  say  it  was  small  blame  to  him.' 

'Oh,  yes,'  said  the  king,  'but  he  was  as  tough  as  a 
board,  and  he  seemed  quite  well  when  I  saw  him  in 
London  about  a  fortnight  ago.' 

A  fortnight ! — who  knows  what  a  day  may  bring 
forth  ? — and  at  ninety-six  ! 

It  may  be  well,  before  I  go  on,  just  to  finish  up  the 
tale  of  the  old  gentleman  into  whose  shoes  I  was  in 
due  course  to  step,  as  he  was  more  than  forty  years  my 
senior.  Three  years  passed  away,  and  though  a  doctor 
of  note  told  my  brother  'he  might  live  months,  but 
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could  not  live  years,'  he  was  still  alive.  Joint  applica- 
tion had  been  made  in  my  favour  to  Lord  Chancellor 
Lyndhurst  by  a  peeress  whose  late  husband  had  been 
one  of  his  lordship's  dearest  friends,  and  by  a  relation 
of  my  own,  an  influential  county  M.P.,  and  also  a 
personal  friend,  and  a  staunch  supporter  of  the  govern- 
ment. My  name  had  been  put  down,  and  had  now 
been  two  years  on  the  list.  I  mentioned  this  to  the 
king,  and  His  INIajesty  was  graciously  pleased  to  add 
his  recommendation,  and  this  was  backed  by  the  Duke 
of  Cambridge,  though  the  kind  old  man  added, 

'  My  interest  will  be  nothing,  but  my  brother's,  no 
doubt,  will  be  sufficient,  Avitli  his  old  friend.  Lord  Lynd- 
hurst.' 

After  this  my  trustees,  feeling  sure  that  something 
must  come  of  such  interest  made  for  me,  advised  me  to 
'et  them  sell  the  living.  They  did  so,  and  the  old  creak- 
ing Avheel  went  rolling  on  and  on  for  three  more  years 
before  the  purchaser  came  into  possession.  The  king 
w^as  right ;  the  old  parson  proved  very  tough. 

But  to  return  now  to  the  Rector  of  Strathfieldsaye 
I  called  the  next  morning,  and  gave  an  account  of  my 
interview,  and  he  congratulated  me  on  my  first  apparent 
success.     He  said, 

'  You  are  going  to  an  important  post  with  your  eyes 
open.  Carry  a  bold  front,  be  straightforward  as  a  man, 
and  you'll  get  on.  As  Waterloo  was  said  by  the  Duke 
of  Wellington  to  have  been  won  in  the  playing  fields,  so 
no  doubt,  Eton  will  stand  you  in  good  stead.  You've 
not  been  captain  of  the  school  and  foremost  in  the 
shooting-fields  and  at  the  Avail  for  nothing.  You  must 
speak  before  kings,  and  not  be  ashamed  or  afraid.  You 
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have  hoard,  perhaps,  that  William  lY.  said,  "  Ernest 
is  not  a  bad  fellow,  but  if  any  one  has  a  corn  he  is  sure 
to  tread  on  it."  You  must  never  walk  as  if  you  had  a 
corn,  and  you  must  always  remember  that  those  Avho 
crawl  are  sure  to  be  kicked ;  however,  I  am  sure  you 
will  never  crawl,  and  therefore  will  not  be  kicked.' 

This  was  the  rector's  blunt  and  very  kind  and  judicious 
advice.  All  who  knew  him  will  see  his  own  character 
expressed  in  it.  He  gave  me  a  hearty  shake  of  the 
hand,  and  said, 

'Go  on  and  prosper,  and  God  be  with  you ! ' 


CHAPTER  II. 

I  ORDER  MY  PULL  ROBES — A  GOOD  STRONG  CARRIAGE — I  POST  TO 
THE  PRUSSIAN  FRONTIER — I  WINK  TO  HERR  OBER-CONTROLEUR 
— THE  PRUSSIAN  OFFICIAL — SIR  FREDERICK'S  THALER — 
BRIBING  ENORMOUSLY — TALLEYRAND's  PRECEPT — THE  POOR 
WIDOW — PRUSSIAN  LIBERALITY  AND  HANOVERIAN  HONESTY. 

All  was  now"  settled.  I  ordered  my  full  robes  of  that 
splendid  silk  which  one  sees  nowdiere  but  in  Eng- 
land, and  which  called  forth  many  an  expression  of 
astonishment  Avhen  I  made  my  appearance  among  the 
heavy  cloth  gowns  of  the  German  clergy.  I  ordered  a 
plain  court  suit,  with  lace  and  ruffles  ;  and  some  broad 
silver  buckles  of  old  pattern  that  had  belonged  to  my 
great-grandfather,  were  now  burnished  up  afresh,  and 
were  far  more  massive  than  any  modern  ones.  I  called 
upon  a  noble  friend,  and  begged  him  to  present  me  at 
the  next  levee,  upon  my  appointment  as  domestic  chap- 
lain to  King  Ernest.  My  wife  had  been  to  court  before  ; 
and  so  all  was  now  in  order  for  Hanover,  where  the 
rules  for  ladies  were  very  strict,  none  being  admitted  to 
the  palace  parties  unless  qualified  by  previous  presenta- 
tion at  their  own  court. 

I  may  mention  here  a  curious  incident  that  happened 
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at  my  wife's  presentation  to  William  lY.  She  was  a 
very  pretty  girl,  though  I  say  it,  and  had  been  asked  by 
the  noble  editor  to  have  her  portrait  taken  for  the 
'Book  of  Beauty.'  She  was  duly  presented  at  the 
Drawing-room  by  her  mother,  and  was  handed  off  by 
her  grandfather,  General  Sir  Thomas  Dallas,  a  great 
friend  of  William  IV. 

'  Halloa  ! '  said  His  ^lajesty,  'who's  that,  Dallas  ? ' 

'  That's  my  grand  daughter,  sir.' 

'  Here,  here,  come  back,  my  dear ! '  said  the  king — 
*  I  must  hare  another  kiss.  It's  only  you  and  I,  Dallas, 
who  have  such  grand  daughters ;  and  the  blunt  old 
sailor  gave  her  no  mere  salute  of  ceremony,  but  a  real 
good  smack. 

I  went  and  looked  out  and  bought  a  good  strong 
carriage,  had  the  springs  corded,  and  two  ropes  passed 
from  the  hind  to  the  front  springs,  according  to  the 
custom  of  those  times  for  foreign  chaussees.  We 
started,  and  took  a  rest  at  Brussels.  Xothing  remark- 
able happened  there,  as  far  as  my  memory  serves,  but 
Brussels  had  been  a  place  of  note  for  my  young  Avife  : 
for  when  she  was  last  there,  two  years  before,  abroad 
for  the  first  time,  and  walking  alone  Avith  her  mother, 
she  saw  half-a-dozen  burly  priests  pass  in  those  extra- 
ordinary hats  which  every  one  now  knows  who  has  been 
abroad,  but  which  she,  not  haviug  been  abroad,  had 
never  seen.  She  was  duly  astonished,  and  in  her  inno- 
cence turned  round  to  have  another  look  at  the  strange 
party.  One  of  them,  an  impudent  villain — I  can  call 
him  nothing  else — also  turned  round,  and,  to  her  utter 
consternation,  deliberately  winked  at  her,  as  she  imme- 
diately told  her  mother,  her  only  companion. 
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No  such  case  happened  when  we  were  lionising. 
Advantage  was  taken  of  the  unprotected  females.  Of 
course,  the  priest's  defence  would  have  been,  '  A  very 
pretty  girl  turned  round  evidently  to  look  at  him— why 
should  he  not  Avink  at  her  ? '  I  used  to  get  a  rise  out 
of  my  wife  by  telling  her  it  served  her  right — '  evil 
communications  corrupt  good  manners  ' — but  of  course 
I  have  my  own  opinion  of  the  system  that  breeds  and 
encourages  such  black  sheep. 

We  posted  on  to  the  Prussian  frontier.  I  got  down 
and  walked  on  a  little  way  in  front  of  our  carriage  and 
four,  and  met  the  head  official  in  his  tight  uniform, 
with  gold  band  and  stripes.  I  saluted,  hat  in  hand, 
and  offered  my  passport.  I  had  not  travelled  over  all 
Germany  for  nothing.  I  knew  the  worth  of  civility,  and 
particularly  what  was  in  a  bow.  I  knew  the  story  of 
the  young  Englishman  in  a  German  post  office.  He 
Avent  up  to  the  counter  and  gave  his  card  for  letters. 
Others  did  the  same,  and  were  served.  Others  came 
up,  gave  their  cards,  and  were  served.  Another  batch 
came,  Avhen  he  ventured  to  remark, 

'I  think,  meiu  Herr,  you  have  forgotten  me.' 

'  I  think,'  answered  the  official,  '  you  have  forgotten 
your  hat.' 

So  my  hat  was  the  last  thing  I  ever  forgot.  Here  I 
doffed  it  with  a  bow.  JMy  official  returned  it  most 
obsequiously ;  and  I  bowed  again.  He  studied  my 
passport,  in  Avhich  I  had  carefully  and  purposely  had 
inserted  at  full  length,  'The  Reverend  Charles  AUix 
Wilkinson,  Master  of  Arts,  late  Fellow  of  King's 
College,  Cambridge,  travelling,  with  family  and  ser- 
A'ants,  to  take  up  his  position  at  Hanover  as '  (inserted 
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in     German)     'Haus-Caplan     Seiner     Majestat     des 
Konigs.' 

He  gave  me  back  my  passport,  and  bowed.  I  bowed 
again.  He  looked  at  my  carriage,  and  then  turned  to 
me,  and  I  remarked — what  I  thought  at  first  was  a 
peculiarity — a  sort  of  natural  string-halt  in  one  eye  ; 
and  he  said  slowly, 

'  Herr  Haus-Caplan,  you  have  a  great  deal  of  luggage ' 
— and  he  -plainly  winked.  '  You  are  in  a  hurry,  no 
doubt,  and  don't  want  all  those  boxes  disturbed? ' 

I,  who  can  wink,  answered  his  telegraphic  signal  by 
the  same  in  the  opposite  eye,  and  I  said, 

'  No,  Herr  Ober-Controleur,  by  no  means.  I  have 
nothing  to  declare.  I  may  seem  to  have  a  great  deal 
of  luggage,  but  it  is  for  a  Avhole  family,  and  only  con- 
tains things  for  our  personal  use.' 

'  Oh !  I  see,  I  see,'  he  said  ;  and  winked  again.  I  did 
the  same  with  the  other  eye. 

He  was  noAV  surrounded  by  officials.  I  could  not 
think  of  insulting  such  a  grand  gentleman  in  the  midst 
of  his  minions  by  openly  offering  him  money.  He 
would  have  resented  any  such  outrageous  indiscretion 
on  my  part,  but  we  evidently  understood  one  another. 
I  knew  enough  of  Prussian  officials  to  be  sure  that  their 
honour  would  put  up  with  a  good  deal,  if  done  at 
proper  time  and  place  ;  and  so,  when  the  grand  Herr 
Ober-Controleur  turned  to  one  of  his  underlings  and 
said, 

'  Here  you,  see  to  the  Herr  Haus-Caplan  des  Konigs  ; ' 
and  then,  turning  to  me,  with  another  wink  (which  I 
answered),  added,  'Ich  cmpfehle  mich  Ihnen,'  Avith  cap 
in  hand  and  a  low  bow  (which  I  again  returned). 
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I  quite  understood  how  tlie  business  was  to  be  carried 
on,  and  I  folloAved  the  underling  into  the  office.  He 
did  not  seem  to  know  how  to  wink,  but  he  sidled  about 
in  a  mysterious,  and  yet  unmistakable  way,  and  he 
stamped  and  gave  me  back  my  passport,  saying  he  of 
course  took  my  word,  and  w^ould  not  trouble  my  '  high 
worthiness '  any  more  about  my  luggage. 

I  thanked  him  for  his  courtesy  and  offered  him  two 
dollars,  Avhich,  as  we  were  alone,  he  showed  not  the  least 
scruple  in  accejjting,  and  no  doubt  divided  Avith  his 
winking  superior.  He  seemed  quite  satisfied,  and  so 
Avas  I,  and  should  have  been  had  it  cost  me  double ; 
for  knowing  when  I  bought  my  travelling  carriage  that 
the  railway  was  only  open  to  the  Belgian  frontier,  and 
that  I  should  have  to  post  over  more  than  three 
hundred  miles  of  bad  roads,  I  had  every  box  fixed  with 
iron  rods,  screws,  and  nuts,  and  the  'visite,'  had  the 
officer  at  the  custom-house  been  inclined  to  be  uncivil, 
might  have  been  interminable  and  most  annoying. 

The  above  is  a  type,  I  believe,  of  many  a  Prussian 
official,  bumptious,  and  full  of  his  '  Ehre '  (honour) 
before  the  world ;  very  badly  paid,  and  cringing,  and 
glad  to  make  a  shilling  anyhow,  if  unknown  to  his 
fellow-men.  It  was  really,  I  believe,  too  often  the 
case, 

'  My  poverty,  not  my  will,  consents.' 

But  I  do  not  in  any  way  impute  dishonesty  to  the 
officials.  There  was  nothing  dishonest  in  taking  my 
word — I  had  nothing  contraband — and  taking  a  present 
from  me,  who  was  very  glad  to  pay  it  and  to  escape 
much  trouble  and  delay.     There  was  nothing  dishonest, 
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though  the  by-play  was  amusing,  and  well-acted,  and 
explained  itself  well. 

I  remember  a  sort  of  case  in  point,  which  happened 
a  few  years  afterwards  in  Hanover.  Sir  Frederic  Trench 
was  staying  with  the  king,  and  T,  who  had  met  the 
general  at  dinner  the  night  before,  was  to  act  as 
cicerone.  We  had  an  official,  the  working  head  of  his 
department,  to  show  us  his  lions. 

'  What  shall  I  give  this  swell  ? '  said  Sir  Frederic. 

'  Oh,'  I  said,  '  nothing.  You'll  insult  him ;  he  is 
by  way  of  being  a  gentleman,  and  goes  to  the  large 
court-parties.' 

'You  go  on,'  said  Sir  Frederic,  'and  leave  him 
to  me.' 

I  walked  out,  and  the  door  shut  after  me  with  a 
spring. 

'All  right,'  said  Sir  Frederic,  when  he  came  out,  'the 
thaler  is  safe  in  the  gentleman  s  pocket.' 

There  was  nothing  dishonest  in  this  rather  high  and 
badly-paid  functionary  taking  Sir  Frederic's  thaler.  He 
knew  it  was  a  free  gift  from  one  who  could  afford  it ; 
what  obstacle,  what  shame  for  him  to  take  a  piece  of 
money  for  waiting  upon  one  of  the  king's  guests,  when 
high  officers  of  the  court,  who  are  deputed  to  attend 
upon  any  royal  visitors,  would  gladly  take  a  gold  snuff- 
box or  gold  chain  or  gold  pin,  which,  after  all,  was  only 
money  in  another  shape. 

I  happen  to  know  their  honesty  is  sometimes  really 
tried,  and  tried  severely.  After  I  had  been  installed  a 
few  years,  I  had  a  visit  one  morning  from  a  large 
English  contractor,  when  a  great  work  of  court  building 
was  going  on.     He  was  highly  recommended  to  the 

c 


18  TALLEYRAND'S  PRECEPT. 

king,  and  he  hoped  to  get  au  order  for  a  peculiar 
apparatus  which  was  to  save  the  government  an  hn- 
mense  sum,  and,  of  course,  greatly  to  benefit  his  own 
pocket.  He  came  to  the  point  with  me  at  once.  He 
knew  the  king  could  do  nothing,  and  he  must  gain  his 
officials,  but  how  to  bribe  them — suitably  and  safely  to 
bribe  them?  That  was  the  question.  He  had  done 
works  in  Russia  at  enormous  estimates. 

'But,'  he  said,  'you  must  have  enormous  estimates 
if  you  were  to  make  anything  by  your  work,  seeing  that 
you  must  bribe  enormously  to  get  the  recommendations 
of  the  highest  officials.  If  you  did  r^ot  bribe,  others 
would,  and  you  would  not  get  the  wor^ ;  none  of  the 
authorities  who  had  to  report  would  take  any  notice  of 
you,  if  you  did  not  bribe.' 

He  evidently  thought  the  same  might  be  done,  and 
must  be  done,  in  Hanover,  and  he  really  had  the  face 
to  come  to  me,  as  a  brother  Englishman,  he  said,  to 
give  him  a  history  of  the  antecedents  of  some  men  high 
in  office,  and  to  help  him  in  any  matters  in  which  / 
thought  bribes  might  hit  the  peculiarities  of  those 
persons.  He  did  not  beat  about  the  bush,  but  came 
straight  to  the  point  without  reserve. 

I  had  not  lived  so  long  abroad  and  at  court  without 
being  fully  impressed  with  Talleyrand's  precept,  '  that 
language  is  given  you  to  conceal  your  thoughts,'  and  I 
hope  it  is  needless  for  me  to  say  that  I  bowed  this  free- 
and-easy  great  contractor  out  as  soon  as  I  could,  and 
he  certainly  did  not  get  his  contract ;  but  I  have  good 
reason  to  believe  he  tried  on  his  game  with  the  head  of  at 
least  one  department,  and  was  checkmated  at  once.  He 
disappeared  from  Hanover,  and  I  heard  no  more  of  him. 
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Again  I  can  bear  witness  to  Hanoverian  honesty 
under  a  real  attack  of  bribery.  It  happened  in  the 
time  of  King  George,  but  I  give  it  here  as  a  specimen, 
though  out  of  chronological  order.  I  had  the  story 
from  one  who  was  many  years  in  my  service,  for  whose 
truthfulness  I  would  pledge  myself,  and  I  should  as 
little  think  of  her  telling  a  lie  as  of  the  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury  doing  so.  Her  husband,  who  had  been 
under-officer  of  the  king's  body-guard,  and  was  obhged 
to  leave  that  force  upon  his  marriage,  received  the 
appointment  of  overseer  and  controller  of  the  works  at 
the  new  castle  then  building. 

To  his  astdnishment,  he  found  a  letter  under  his 
door  one  morning  immediately  after  his  appointment, 
addressed  to  him,  with  no  writing  inside,  but  with  a 
note  enclosed  for  ten  dollars.  The  next  day  some 
bricks  were  delivered  which,  upon  counting,  he  found 
fell  far  short  of  the  number  mentioned  in  the  invoice. 
He  immediately  reported  both  these  facts  to  his  superior. 
Again  this  happened,  only  that  a  larger  sum  was  sent, 
and  some  ornamental  stonework  arrived,  but  in  less 
quantity  than  was  on  the  invoice.  Again  and  again 
things  of  this  sort  happened.  The  intention  was  very 
evident.  They  thought  they  had  got— or  at  least  would 
make— an  'unjust  steward.'  Had  the  bribe  succeeded, 
of  course  the  young  man  was  in  the  hands  of  the 
rascally  purveyors.  They  might  perhaps  have  continued 
to  bribe  in  order  to  stop  his  mouth  ;  but  they  might 
also  have  stopped  their  bribes,  and  have  contiiuied  to 
send  small  quantities,  telhng  him  that,  if  he  said 
anything  about  it,  they  would  impeach  him. 

I  may  mention  that  this  honest,  straightforward  young 

c  2 
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fellow  got  no  reward.  It  is  possible  the  head  official 
intended  promotion  whenever  an  opportunity  might 
occur,  but  did  not  like  to  lose  so  good  a  man  from  so 
important  a  post  as  long  as  the  building  was  going  on. 
In  the  meantime  the  young  man  died,  and  soon  after- 
wards the  Prussians  entered  Hanover,  and  the  poor 
widow — for  whom  the  Hanoverians  had  done  nothing, 
though  the  husband  had  been  in  the  royal  service  for 
more  than  a  quarter-of-a-century,  first  as  artilleryman, 
then  in  the  king's  body-guard,  and  then  controller  of  the 
works  of  the  new  castle — remained  for  many  years 
without  any  pension,  all  official  applications  being 
rejected,  for  what  cause  was  never  directly  stated  ;  but 
it  seemed  as  if  it  was  on  account  of  her  hated  nation- 
ality, she  being  a  Frenchwoman.  At  last  my  daughter 
wrote  to  a  German  princess  with  whom  she  was  on 
intimate  terms,  and  Her  Serene  Highness  was  pleased 
to  state  the  case  and  intercede  with  her  imperial  cousin 
on  the  throne,  and,  by  the  emperor's  special  command, 
an  annual  2^^^<^sent  of  twenty  dollars  (three  pounds)  is 
now  paid  to  the  widow  with  two  children,  who  is  sup- 
porting herself  by  her  wits  in  what  is  to  her  a  foreign 
land.  I  say  j^'^'cscnt,  because  it  is  not  called  a  pension, 
and  has,  for  some  extraordinary  reason,  to  be  applied 
for  afresh  every  year.  So  much  for  Prussian  liberality 
to  Hanoverian  honesty  1 
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DISCOVERY  OF  COUNTRIES — CALLED  ET  YANKEE,  '  SPOTS  ' — LOVELY 
SPOT — BALL  AT  THE  CASTLE  OF  REIGNING  PRINCE — GRANDE 
MAITRESSE — PRINCELY  FAMILY — ENGLISH  GOVERNESS — GER- 
MAN TUTOR — SPEECH  OF  HEREDITARY  PRINCE — ILLNESS  OF 
CHILD — ARRIVAL  IN  HANOVER — DR.  KAUFMANN — BARON  VON 
DER   DECKEN. 

We  posted  on  and  on,  and — the  king  having  said  we 
were  not  to  go  to  Hanover  till  he  got  there — we  thought 
Ave  would  try  some  German  bath  for  my  wife's  health. 
We  discovered  some  countries  en  route,  of  the  existence 
of  which  I  freely  confess  I  was  utterly  ignorant, 
charming  oases  as  they  are  on  the  open  plains  of 
Fatherland. 

There  is  an  Eton  and  Cambridge  education  for  you ! 
some  geographical  wiseacre  might  say,  not  to  know  any- 
thing about  the  countries  and  old  dynasties  and  reign- 
ing princes  of  Waldeck,  and  Lippe-Detmold,  and 
Lippe-Schaumburg,  Biickeburg,  and  Altenburg,  and 
Oldenburg,  and  Kudolstadt,  and  Reuss  Schleitz,  and 
Reuss  Greitz,  and  Reuss  Ebersdorf,  etc !  I  grant  the 
impeachment  to  the  full.  One  might  pass  througli 
Eton,   and  might  even  take  a  degree    at  Cambridge, 
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without  such  genealogical  and  topographical  knowledge  ; 
and  I  also  admit  that  I  even  remained  in  ignorance  in 
tlie  case  of  one  of  these  countries  for  some  years,  though 
actually  residing  in  the  Fatherland. 

The  first  time  I  ever  heard  the  name  mentioned  was 
when  the  Archduke  Johann  became  Reichs-Verweser 
of  Germany  in  1848.  I  attended  the  fetes  at 
Cologne,  and  amongst  the  illuminations  there  was  a 
very  large  transparency  on  a  very  small  tailor's  shop, 
and  on  it  was  loyally  expressed  the  aspiration  which 
was  supposed  at  that  time  to  warm  every  patriot's 
heart,  for  the  merging  all  the  conflicting  interests  of 
the  different  German-speaking  peoples  into  one  great 
German  empire.  The  little  tailor  hit  it  exactly — '  kein 
Oestreich,  kein  Preussen,  kein  Reuss-Schleitz  melir,  Ein 
ciniges,  einziges  Deutschland !  '  ('  No  more  Austria, 
no  more  Prussia,  no  more  Reuss-Schleitz,  one  single 
united  Germany ! ') 

Upon  inquiring  into  the  meaning  of  this,  my  ignor- 
ance was  of  course  enlightened,  and  I  left  Cologne  a 
wiser  man,  wiser  than  many  of  my  countrymen  at  home, 
who,  I  believe,  only  learnt  where  Coburg  was — as  they 
have  now  learnt  where  Waldeck  is — by  the  connection 
of  these  places  with  our  own  royal  family. 

I  have  called  them  countries,  as  they  called  them- 
selves, and  were  very  indignant,  many  of  them,  at 
being  comparatively  swamped  in  German  unity  ;  but  I 
really  cannot  be  surprised  at  a  certain  Yankee,  con- 
sidering his  grand  expansive  ideas,  who  called  them 
'  spots.'  We  know  he  lays  claim  to  '  wider  territories, 
and  larger  lakes,  and  higher  mountains,  and  deeper 
rivers,  and  louder  thunder,  and  forkeder  lightning  than 
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all  Europe  put  together,'  and  he  'just  came  over  to 
travel  a  bit  in  the  old  countries  to  confirm  the  idea  of 
his  own  superiority.'  His  carriage  was  stopped  at  the 
frontier  of  one  of  these  principalities.  He  had  not 
trayelled  before  ;  he  did  not  know  the  magic  of  a  bow  ; 
he  kept  his  hat  on  his  head,  and  rather  wanted  to  com- 
mand, if  not  to  domineer  over,  the  Hcrr  Ober-controleur 
at  the  custom-house ;  and,  when  he  saw  that  he  was 
only  met  by  a  rough  handling  of  his  trunks  and  a  sharp 
demand  for  his  keys,  he  said, 

'Here,  hands  off;  I  didn't  come  from  the  United 
States  to  be  controlled  by  you.  Put  those  things  back  ; 
111  not  go  through  you  at  all ;  I'll  turn  back— I'm  in  no 
hurry  particular,  I  don't  care  for  losing  a  day.  You're 
no  country — you're  only  a  sjkJ — I'll  go  round  you  ; '  and 
so  he  did. 

Well,  we  took  up  our  quarters  in  one  of  those  '  spots,' 
and  a  lovely  spot  it  Avas.  The  court  was  there  at  the 
time,  and,  hearing  at  the  hotel  that  there  was  to  be  a 
ball  at  the  castle  the  next  evening,  we  immediately 
repaired  to  the  porter's  lodge,  and  wrote  our  names  in 
the  strangers'  book,  and  left  our  cards  in  formal  cere- 
mony at  the  castle,  to  be  given  to  the  Grand  Marechal 
and  Grande  Maitresse  ;  and,  as  we  proposed  to  stay  a 
month,  we  went  out  to  look  after  apartments. 

We  knocked  at  the  door  of  a  house,  whose  number, 
amongst  others  had  been  given  to  us,  and  we  were 
let  in  by  a  maid — oh,  such  a  maid !  I  cannot  describe 
her,  but  can  only  say  our  minds  were  made  up  at  once 
that  we  would  not  be  waited  upon  by  her,  and  we 
were  making  an  excuse  not  to  go  in,  when  what  we 
thought  the  cook  appeared,  in  very  ordinary  costume, 
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a  headpiece  or  toupee  that  would  take  a  lady's  pen  and 
talent  to  describe  accurately,  bare  arms  to  the  elbow, 
and  a  huge  bunch  of  keys  at  her  girdle. 

She  gave  us  a  very  sweeping  curtsey,  at  which,  con- 
sidering her  cook's  dress,  we  were  rather  struck.  She 
took  us  all  over  the  apartments,  upstairs  to  the  attic, 
and  downstairs  to  the  cellar,  and  seemed  to  know  very 
well  what  to  charge  strangers  in  the  season  at  a  foreign 
watering-place.  We,  having  made  up  our  mind  as  to 
the  maid,  went  away  with  a  polite  bow  and  some  ordi- 
nary excuse,  and,  to  our  extreme  astonishment,  found 
out,  when  entering  the  castle  in  the  evening  with  other 
guests  for  the  ball — to  which,  by  the  gracious  kindness 
of  the  reigning  family,  we  had  immediately  received 
cards  of  invitation — that  we  had  to  make  our  bow  and 
curtsey  to  the  very  identical  old  cook,  as  we  thought, 
but  who  now,  in  hat  and  feathers,  and  velvet  and  dia- 
monds, turned  out  to  be  Her  Excellency  the  Countess 

of ,  Grande  Maitresse  to  Her  Serene  Highness  the 

reigning  Princess  of . 

We  found  the  princely  family  most  kind  and  con- 
descending to  us,  particularly  on  account  of  our  nation- 
ality. For  England  and  English,  country  and  language, 
they  seemed  enthusiastic.  They  had  an  English  gover- 
ness for  the  young  princes  and  princesses,  and  there  they 
certainly  had  made  a  great  mistake,  though  they  did 
not  seem  in  the  least  aware  of  it,  for  though  they  had, 
as  they  told  us,  an  officer's  daughter,  it  must  have  been,  I 
should  think,  tlie  daughter  of  one  who  had  risen  from 
tlie  ranks,  or  had  swabbed  the  deck,  for  her  Queen's 
English  was  vulgarity  itself  She  ' 'oped,'  and  she  '  'ad,' 
and   she    '  wasn't   a-going,'   and   she    '  law'd'   and   she 
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'  lawk'd.'  Few  English  ladies  would  have  engaged  her 
as  nurserymaid  ;  but  the  i^riiicely  family  seemed  quite 
satisfied — they  had  got  an  officer's  daughter,  and  the 
children  were  learning  English,  and  that  seemed  suffi- 
cient. They  asked  us  no  questions  or  opinion  as  to 
the  young  lady's  proficiency  or  qualification,  and  so  it 
was  not  our  business  to  make  remarks  ;  we  thought — 
'where  ignorance  is  bliss,  'tis  folly  to  be  wise.' 

The  governess  had  a  help — at  least,  in  teaching  the 
little  princes — in  a  young  German  tutor,  who  Avas  as 
conceited  as  many  others  of  his  class  in  that  country, 
and  thought  '  he  did  speak  de  English  langvidge  quite 
perfectly.' 

Of  the  progress  of  the  children  under  the  joint 
instruction  of  the  officer's  daughter  and  '  the  spooney- 
looking  cove  in  barnacles '  (as  a  young  friend  of  mine 
called  the  tutor),  we  had  a  specimen  the  next  day.  We 
had  leave  to  fish  in  the  princely  waters,  and  were  trying 
for  a  trout  at  a  beautiful  run  just  under  a  bridge,  when 
a  cavalcade  came  by  of  the  two  princes,  one  princess, 
and  'the  cove,'  on  rough  little  ponies,  and  two  grooms 
on  large  heavy  carriage  horses  behind  them.  Of  course 
we  saluted  as  they  passed,  and,  the  bow  being  returned 
stiffly  but  silently,  the  party  rode  on  ;  but  when  they 
had  got  about  a  couple  of  hundred  yards,  they  drew  up 
in  a  circle  and  had  a  long  confabulation. 

Xo  doubt  it  struck  them  they  had  been  wanting  in 
courtesy  in  not  saying  anything  to  the  new  English 
acquaintance  of  the  day  before,  and  they  determined  to 
repair  their  error,  and  accordingly  concocted  a  speech 
between  them.  All  turned  back  to  us,  and  the  here- 
ditary prince,  riding  forward,  with  due  emphasis  and 
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dignity  delivered  himself  of  the  following — 'Gut  morn- 
ing, my  siirs  ;  how  goes  it  to  you  ?  'Ave  you  den  alrady 
catched  vun  trout  ? '  Hopeful  linguists  !  Well  done  i 
This  was  forty  years  ago,  but  I  have  the  whole  party 
before  my  eyes  as  distinctly  as  if  it  had  happened  yes- 
terday. 

We  did  not  stay  long  at  this  bath,  as  one  of  my  little 
children  was  taken  very  ill ;  and  though  the  king  had 
particularly  told  me  to  wait  for  orders,  and  not  to  go  to 
Hanover  till  he  got  there,  we  thought  we  had  quite 
reason  enough  for  disobeying  His  Majesty's  injunction, 
and  we  posted  off  to  the  capital  for  the  best  medical 
advice. 

We  entered  the  town,  as  was  the  custom  in  those 
days  of  posting,  at  a  foot's  pace,  the  postilion  riding  on 
the  near  hind  horse,  and  driving  two  others  before  him, 
and  giving  notice  of  the  arrival  of  strangers  by  too-too- 
ing  an  old  horn  without  keys,  in  indescribable  and 
ear-rending  tones,  all  the  way  from  the  city  gate  up  to 
the  old  British  hotel,  where  the  master  and  mistress 
and  the  waiters  and  the  chamber-maids  and  the  pos- 
tilions and  the  boots  were  all  assembled  to  do  obeisance 
(I  can  call  their  obsequiousness  by  no  other  term)  to 
the  Herr  Haus-Caplan  des  Konigs,  of  whose  intended 
arrival  they  had  received  due  notice,  and  were  in 
momentary  expectation.  These  were  the  good  old 
times  before  the  railway  was  thought  of,  when  travellers 
were  scarce,  and  consequently  appreciated,  and  the 
democratic  influence,  which  came  apace  a  few  years 
afterwards  on  the  'iron  way,'  had  not  yet  made  itself 
felt  in  the  old  towns  of  Germany  under  paternal  govern- 
ment. 
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We  found  ourselves  settled  in  very  comfortable 
quarters,  and  immediately  sent  off  for  one  of  the  king's 
physicians,  who  relieved  our  anxiety  for  our  little  one 
by  reporting  that  the  symptoms  were  not  only  not 
dangerous,  as  we  feared,  but  not  even  serious.  We 
were  much  pleased  with  this  our  first  Hanoverian 
acquaintance.  Dr.  Kaufmann.  He  had  studied  in  Lon- 
don and  Edinburgh,  spoke  our  language  very  well,  and 
fully  appreciated  everything  English,  and  we  were  glad  to 
instal  him  as  our  family  physician,  to  whom,  according 
to  the  custom  of  the  place,  we  paid  a  very  moderate 
sum  annually,  and  had  the  benefit  of  his  advice  when- 
ever we  liked  to  send  for  him. 

The  next  morning  we  were  visited  by  one  of  the 
king's  chamberlains,  Herr  von  der  Decken,  and  I  put 
this  on  record,  because  I  considered  it  a  case  not  only 
of  great  civility,  but  of  extreme  kindness.  We  were 
entire  strangers,  and  he  was  pleased  to  put  himself 
quite  at  our  service,  to  give  us  every  necessary  informa- 
tion, and  to  help  us  in  anything  we  might  want.  In  all  our 
arrangements  of  establishing  ourselves  in  a  foreign  land 
he  was  always  our  adviser,  and,  where  we  might  have 
been  considered  fair  game,  his  judicious  kindness  pre- 
vented the  strangers  from  being  plucked  and  fleeced  in 
their  new  settlement. 
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KING  ERNEST  A  REFORMER — DISTURBANCES  IN  HANOVER — MIS- 
JUDGED THEIR  MAN — HIS  MAJESTV's  DECISION — MATTERS  OF 
HISTORY — KING  ERNEST  BROUGHT  THE  COUNTRY  TO  THE 
VERGE  OF  REVOLUTION — THE  YEAR  '41 — THE  KING  UPHOLDS 
HIS  RIGHTS— HIS  MAJESTY  WOULD  NOT  WAIT — QUIET  REFORMS 
INTRODUCED. 

King  Ernest  had  ascended  the  throne  at  a  most 
critical  time,  and  mider  very  serious  and  difficult  cir- 
cumstances. To  make  this  plain  I  must  refer  shortly 
to  what  is  matter  of  history.  The  wave  of  the  French 
July  revolution  swept  over  half  Europe,  and  was  dis- 
tinctly felt  in  Hanover.  Disturbances  broke  out,  and 
though  they  were  suppressed  without  bloodshed  by  the 
entry  of  troops  into  the  disaffected  places,  where  the 
ringleaders  were  arrested  and  condemned  by  severe  sen- 
tences, still  the  commotion  was  so  extensive  and  general 
that  William  IV.  found  himself  obliged  to  give  way  to 
it,  and  in  1833  a  new  constitution  was  granted,  whicii 
conceded  various  reforms  and  changes,  and  was  carried, 
against  the  wishes  of  many  of  the  high  aristocracy,  and 
— what  seems  almost  unaccountable  —  without  being 
submitted  for  the  consent  of  the  ijresumptive-heir  to 
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the  throne,  the  then  Duke  of  Cumberland,  though,  more 
extraordinary  still,  it  had  actually  been  laid  before  and 
been  accepted  by  tlie  two  other  younger  brothers,  the 
Duke  of  Sussex  and  the  Duke  of  Cambridge. 

I  conclude  William  IV.  and  his  Hanoverian  ministers 
considered  it  would  have  been  of  no  use  to  submit  the 
change  of  constitution  to  the  Duke  of  Cumberland, 
whose  views  upon  the  matter  were  so  decided  and  so 
well  known  ;  and  therefore,  feeling  it  must  be  done  for 
the  pacification  of  the  country,  they  determined  to  set 
at  nought  the  rights  of  the  person  next  concerned,  who, 
in  every  other  country  where  new  constitutions  had  been 
introduced,  had  always  been  asked  for  his  approval 
before  any  change  of  the  sort  was  proclaimed. 

They  seemed  to  think  they  might  risk  the  chance  of 
the  Duke  of  Cumberland  ever  coming  to  the  throne, 
or,  if  he  did,  that  ?kfait  accompli  would  probably  have 
been  accepted  in  the  face  of  perhaps  greater  evils. 
But  they  misjudged  their  man.  Such  insult  added  to 
injury  w^as  not  likely  to  be  passed  over  by  the  Duke 
of  Cumberland.  Consequently  His  Royal  Highness 
immediately  issued  a  formal  protestation  against  the 
action  of  his  brother,  King  William,  carried  out  without 
his  consent  as  heir  to  the  throne ;  and,  upon  his  ac- 
cession in  1837,  the  day  after  his  arrival  in  Hanover  as 
king,  His  Majesty  on  the  28th  of  June  adjourned  the 
Houses  of  Parliament ;  then,  on  the  5th  of  July,  he 
issued  a  public  declaration  that  the  new  constitution, 
having  been  introduced  without  his  consent,  was  not 
binding  on  him,  and  in  many  points  did  not  meet  what 
he  considered  the  requirements  of  the  country  ;  and  on 
the  1st  of  November  he  abolished  itjJt^ether,  and 
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returned  temporarily  to  the  old  constitution  of  1819, 
of  which  the  Crown  Prince  gave  a  formal  declaration 
of  his  acceptance,  Avith  the  assurance  that  he  would  not 
alter  it  if  he  came  to  the  throne.  According  to  this 
constitution  the  new  Houses  of  Parliament  were  elected, 
and  all  in  the  service  of  the  State,  including  the  pro- 
fessors of  the  university,  were  required  to  take  the  oath 
of  allegiance. 

The  refusal  of  the  seven  professors,  and  their  dis- 
missal, the  opposition  of  the  magistracy  of  the  capital 
under  Rumann,  and  the  suspension  of  the  latter,  the 
appeals  to  the  Diet,  the  excitement  throughout 
Germany,  and  even  through  Europe  and  in  England, 
are  matters  of  history  with  which  I  have  nothing  to 
do ;  but  I  may  mention  that  to  such  an  extent  was  the 
conduct  of  the  king  reprobated  in  England  by  the  party 
of  movement  that  Colonel  Peyronnet  Thompson  actually 
proposed  to  Parliament  that,  in  the  event  of  the  death 
of  Queen  Victoria,  it  should  be  declared  that  King 
Ernest,  by  his  conduct,  had  forfeited  his  rights  to  the 
throne  of  England.  Still,  in  spite  of  all  this  opposition 
and  abuse,  the  old  king  steadily  held  his  own  way. 

No  doubt  by  his  first  action  His  Majesty  brought  the 
country  to  the  verge  of  revolution,  but  he  gained  liis 
point,  probably  from  the  fact  of  the  peculiarity  of  the 
position  of  the  progressionists,  whom  he  had  offended. 
Had  they  contested  their  demands  to  the  bitter  end, 
and  made  it  impossible  for  the  king  to  carry  on  the 
government,  and  so  had  forced  his  abdication,  they 
would  have  come  under  a  sovereign  who  was  quite  as 
determined  as  his  father  in  regard  to  what  he  tliouglit 
his  rights.     Again,  in  regard  to  the  Crown  Prince,  a 
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very  general  feeling  was,  'We  will  not  have  tins  man  to 
reign  over  us,'  on  account  of  his  unfortunate  blindness  ; 
but  here  again  they  were  in  a  dilemma.  They  did  not 
want  the  Duke  of  Sussex,  foreseeing  grave  complica- 
tions from  the  fact  of  his  heir  being  only  a  son  of  a 
morganatic  marriage  ;  and  as  to  the  Duke  of  Cam- 
bridge, the  late  popular  viceroy,  whom  they  would  have 
liked,  they  found  him  to  be  strictly  loyal  to  his  brother 
and  nephew,  and  decidedly  and  distinctly  averse  (as 
was  the  present  Duke  of  Cambridge  in  later  years  in 
regard  to  the  proposed  supersession  of  his  cousin)  to 
entertain  for  one  moment  any  overtures  from  those 
who  would  have  put  him  upon  the  throne  ;  so  that  it 
really  was  the  case  of  King  Ernest  or  Prussia — a  pis 
aller  that  none  of  the  so-called  patriots  were  willing 
to  face. 

Under  these  circumstances,  probably,  it  was  that  the 
excitement  became  more  moderate  ;  many  towns  which 
at  first  had  refused  to  send  deputies  to  Parliament  gave 
in,  and  in  1840,  upon  the  summoning  of  the  states,  the 
necessary  number  was  made  up,  and  the  session  began, 
which  approved  of  a  new  constitution  on  the  Gth  of 
August,  and  passed  the  Budget  without  opposition  with 
an  address  of  thanks  to  His  Majesty  ;  and  then,  on  the 
21st  of  August,  there  was  a  formal  dissolution. 

The  year  1841  began  with  new  petitions  and  strong 
protestations.  Parliament  was  summoned,  and  it  was 
decidedly  more  favourable  to  the  government.  Many 
of  the  extreme  party  had  lost  their  seats.  The  govern- 
ment carried  their  Budget,  which  was  to  hold  good 
for  three  years,  and  then  dissolved  again.  They 
boldlv  proceeded  against    the   Director   of  the   town, 
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Rumann,  for  high  treason,  and,  though  that  count  was 
thrown  out,  he  was  convicted  of  disrespectful  conduct 
towards  his  sovereign,  and  condemned  to  a  short 
imprisonment. 

The  same  proceedings,  with  the  same  conclusion, 
were  carried  out  against  Von  Striive,  one  of  the  magis- 
trates, and  Breising,  one  of  the  deputies.  It  Avas  just 
after  all  tliis  excitement  that  I  entered  upon  my  office. 
I  was  not  surprised  to  hear  that  the  stubborn  old  Tory 
duke,  the  resister  of  all  that  he  considered  ill-digested 
reform  as  concession  to  the  inroads  of  democracy  had 
determined  to  uphold  what  he  thought  his  rights  to  the 
extremity  of  neck  or  nothing  ;  but  I  must  own  I  was 
surprised  to  hear  of  him  as  a  radical  reformer  in  his 
new  country,  not  in  giving  power  to  the  '  residuum '  of 
the  population  while  they  were  uneducated  and  unfit  to 
use  it,  but  in  cutting  down  many  privileges  of  the 
nobility,  against  whom  there  was  an  outcry,  as  if  their 
privileges  were  abused  to  the  detriment  of  the 
peasantry. 

His  Majesty  would  not  wait  for  new  investigations, 
and  for  drawing  up  reports  ;  he  would  see  with  his  own 
eyes  and  hear  with  his  own  ears ;  and  so  he  was  off 
every  week  alone  with  his  secretary  to  different  parts 
of  his  dominions,  and  any  poor  person  was  allowed  to 
come  and  lay  his  complaints  personally  at  His  Majesty's 
feet— only,  before  the  interview  with  his  king,  he  had  to 
explain  the  matter  to  the  secretary,  who  was  to  judge 
whether  or  not  there  was  any  real  ground  for  the 
petition. 

In  this  way,  I  was  told,  one  great  reform  was  intro- 
duced by  the  abolition  of  the  baronial  courts  of  justice, 
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at  which  people  were  highly  pleased,  saying,  '  Xow  they 
had  one  king,  formerly  they  had  twenty.'  Another 
important  reform  was  universally  hailed  by  the  middle 
class  with  deep  thankfidness,  though  really  it  was  but 
the  concession  of  a  right ;  that  was  the  opening  of  the 
office  of  chief  ministers  of  state  to  the  burgher  class. 

From  the  so-called  good  old  times  of  easy,  paternal 
government  the  ministers  had  always  been  'nobles.' 
They  were  chosen  rather  for  their  standing  amongst 
their  class  than  for  any  peculiar  talent  for  the  admin- 
istration of  state  affairs.  So  quiet,  worthy,  inoffensive 
old  gentlemen  went  jogging  on  in  the  old  ways,  but  by 
no  means  qualified  to  stem  the  troublous  times  which 
now  came.  King  Ernest  was  quite  shrewd  enough  to 
see  this,  and  so,  without  any  feeling  except  that  of 
justice  to  all  classes,  he  opened  the  prize  of  minister  to 
talent  of  all  classes,  and  thus  secured  to  himself  and 
to  the  country  the  aid  of  younger  and  more  efficient 
persons,  who,  by  no  privilege  of  birth,  but  solely  by 
worth  and  intelligence,  were  honoured  by  appointment 
to  the  highest  offices  of  the  state. 

Another  reform,  to  which  I  shall  again  allude,  was  in 
regard  to  the  receptacles  for  the  corpses  of  those  who 
died  in  the  workhouse,  and  to  the  attendance  of  a 
pastor  at  the  funeral  of  every  pauper.  This  thought 
of  their  sovereign  for  his  meanest  subjects  won  the 
hearts  of  many,  both  high  and  low. 
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The  news  arrived  by  post  one  morning  that  the  king 
had  started  from  England.  There  were  no  telegraphs 
in  those  days.  I  heard  it  from  my  friend  the  chamber- 
lain, Herr  von  der  Decken.  There  were  no  daily  reports 
of  royal  movements  in  the  papers ;  the  daily  journals 
devoted  about  one  inch  of  space  to  local  matters. 
Xobody  knew  anything  that  was  taking  place. 

In  the  troublous  times  that  soon  came  on,  beyond 
what  one  might  happen  to  see  with  one's  own  eyes,  one 
knew  nothing,  one  read  nothing,  and  heard  nothing. 
The  people — or,  I  should  say,  those  belonging  to  the 
court — -always  seemed  afraid  to  discuss  home  matters. 
I  used  to  wait  for  the  Times  to  tell  me  what  was  going 
on  under  our  very  noses.  In  this  case  the  king  might 
have  arrived  quietly  any  evening,  and  have  been  en- 
sconced in  his  palace  without  my  being  aware  of  it, 
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though  at  the  hotel,  only  a  few  hundred  yards  away, 
I  believe  it  is  the  same  in  Russia  to  this  very  day. 
All  is  secrecy  about  royal  movements,  except  on  special 
occasions,  when  a  display  seems  needed  for  some  special 
purpose. 

On  this  occasion  my  royal  master  travelled  incognito, 
and  with  a  small  retinue — he  and  his  aide-de-camp  in  an 
open  barouche,  and  a  couple  of  fourgons,  with  servants 
and  luggage.  Thirty  or  forty  horses  were  sent  off  from 
the  royal  stables,  and  were  stationed  in  relays  all  the 
way  from  the  frontier.  There  was  no  railway  in  those 
days. 

Having  due  notice  from  my  friend  the  chamberlain, 
I  saw  the  arrival.  There  Avas  no  demonstration,  no 
public  reception,  no  guards  drawn  out,  no  too-tooing  of 
postilions,  not  even  as  much  excitement  at  the  palace 
gate  as  there  had  been  at  the  hotel  door  when  we 
arrived  a  few  days  before.  The  king  descended  from 
his  travelling  carriage,  which  had  come  faster  than  the 
fourgons,  and  entered  the  hall  with  his  aide-de-camp  as 
quietly  as  if  he  had  come  in  from  a  common  drive. 

His  minister  was  in  the  palace  to  make  his  bow,  but 
outside  there  was  no  show  whatever.  My  predecessor 
and  myself  were  both  in  a  state  of  excitement,  he  being 
very  impatient  to  get  away  for  urgent  private  affairs,  I 
very  anxious  to  be  installed  for  equally  or  more  urgent 
reasons ;  as  I  could  not  expect  to  enter  upon  my  salary 
before  I  had  entered  upon  office,  and  His  Majesty  had 
already  kept  me  more  than  a  month  longer  than  he  had 
named  for  his  return,  kicking  my  heels  at  baths,  and 
spending  my  money  travelling  about.  Further  delay 
was  a  very  serious  consideration  to  my  pocket ;  but  we 
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could  not  obtain  an  audience,  and  could  not  get  our 
business  settled. 

We  both  reported  ourselves  at  the  palace  daily,  and 
waited  and  waited,  but  of  course  there  was  much  heavy 
business  to  be  done  after  His  Majesty's  absence  for 
some  months,  and  parsons  were  not  likely  to  be 
attended  to,  and,  in  fact,  it  is  not  improbable  that  their 
daily  presence  in  the  ante-room  was  never  mentioned  to 
the  king  at  all.  Moreover,  His  Majesty  was  not  well, 
and  did  not  leave  the  palace  nor  have  anyone  to  dine 
with  him,  otherwise  we  might  have  expected  an  invitation. 

Sunday  came.  We  had  been  honoured  by  no  audience 
and  received  no  orders.  We  came  to  the  palace  in  the 
morning  fully  provided  for  our  respective  duties,  my 
colleague  with  two  sermons  in  his  pocket,  one  specially 
a  'farewell  discourse,'  I  with  a  studied  introductory 
effusion.  At  a  quarter  to  eleven  we  simply  got  notice 
'His  Majesty  was  indisposed  and  still  in  bed.' 

Had  I  been  in  the  place  of  my  colleague,  an  in- 
dependent man  expecting  nothing,  I  should  have  taken 
leave  of  the  small  congregation,  have  reported  what  I 
had  done,  and  have  begged  for  an  audience  the  next 
day,  or  at  least  for  leave  to  be  off  on  urgent  private 
affairs  without  an  audience  ;  but  he  was  less  impulsive, 
or  perhaps  it  may  be  said  more  respectful.  So  it  went 
on  through  the  whole  of  the  next  week — His  Majesty 
indisposed,  full  of  business  in  the  day,  no  dinner-party 
in  the  evening,  no  audiences  and  no  orders  for  us.  We 
waited  and  waited,  but  I  cannot  say  patiently. 

My  complacent  friend  began  to  fume,  perhaps  more 
than  I  did,  as  he  began  to  say  '  his  service  was  over, 
the  king  had  no  o-ight  to  keep  him  '  etc.     I  am  afraid  I 
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felt  much  as  the  cabman  in  Punch  just  after  the  intro- 
duction of  the  fare  of  sixpence  for  the  first  mile.  He 
looked  at  the  coin,  which  an  elderly  gentleman  had 
given  him  for  a  call  from  the  stand  (Avhere  he  had  been 
first  man  for  an  hour)  to  within  a  few  yards  of  the 
printed  fare  for  a  measured  mile,  and  his  remark  was, 
'  We  are  not  allowed  to  say  much,  but  I'm  thinking  a 
doose  of  a  deal ! ' 

Again  Sunday  came.  We  were  at  our  posts,  with 
our  three  sermons  ready. 

At  a  quarter  before  eleven  the  page-in-waiting  brought 
the  message  :  '  His  Majesty  was  not  very  well ;  was  not 
able  to  come  to  service  ;  but  the  Herr  Hof-Caplan  was 
to  take  leave  of  the  congregation  and  to  introduce 
Mr.  Wilkinson,  and  both  gentlemen  were  invited  to 
dine  with  the  king  at  five  o'clock.' 

The  dinner — the  first  dinner  with  royalty — was  a 
formidable  afiair,  particularly  as  it  was  a  small  party 
of  only  nine  persons,  at  a  round  table — the  king,  the 
Mistress  of  the  Robes,  the  Maid  of  Honour,  the  Con- 
troller of  the  Household,  the  Mundschenk  (I  do  not 
know  whether  we  have  an  ofiicial  answering  to  him  at 
our  court),  the  secretary,  the  aide-de-camp,  and  the  two 
chaplains  making  up  the  number. 

The  Mundschenk  was,  I  believe,  the  '  cup-bearer '  of 
olden  times.  At  this  court  he  held  very  high  rank  as 
personal  attendant  upon  the  king,  and,  though  he  had 
now  no  duties  attaching  to  his  office,  he  dined  at  the 
royal  table  every  day.  Unfortunately,  he  had  not  in- 
gratiated himself  in  the  king's  favour.  He  was  stiff  and 
formal,  silent  and  pompous  ;  but  that  was  not  what  the 
king  wanted  for  an  every-day  associate. 
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lie  was  no  collector  of  political  news,  nor  general 
gossip,  nor  in  any  way  an  inventor  or  retailer  of  stories 
and  anecdotes,  to  enliven  the  royal  party — his  sole, 
absorbed  devotion  was  to  the  good  things  of  the  table, 
and  this  the  king  (who  ate  scarcely  anything  at  these 
dinners,  having  taken  his  simple  dinner  at  one,  and 
guest-dinner  being  at  five)  had  remarked  to  his  guests 
more  than  once,  with  reflections,  in  no  very  pleasant 
terms,  upon  gourmandising  propensities  ;  and  a  message 
was  sent  to  the  old  baron  that,  '  as  the  office  of  cup- 
bearer was  now  a  sinecure,  his  daily  attendance  would 
not  be  required  any  more  at  the  royal  table.' 

Well  if  it  had  stopped  there ;  but  the  addition  was 
made,  in  words  which  His  Majesty  must  have  known 
full  well  would  be  retailed  by  some  kind  friend : 

'The  Mundschenk  is  no  use,  and  certainly  no  orna- 
ment ;  besides,  er  frisst*  mir  zu  viel.' 

Those  who  understand  German  alone  will  fully 
understand  what  the  corn  here  was,  and  how  it  was 
trodden  upon ! 

But  to  go  back  from  this  digression  to  our  party. 
At  large  dinners  at  the  palace,  say  twenty  guests  and 
upwards,  conversation  was  free  and  general,  and  one 
talked  to  one's  neighbour  openly,  as  one  did  anywhere 
else ;  and  so,  with  pleasant  neighbours,  nothing  could 
be  more  enjoyable  than  a  royal  banquet ;  but,  at  a 
small  round  table,  all  depended  upon  the  king,  and  his 
health,  and  manner  and  mood  on  that  day.  As  every 
word  could  be  heard  all  round,  nobody  spoke  unless  the 
king  spoke ;  and  so,  if  His  Majesty  was  not  well,  or 

*  '  Frisst,'  special  word,  only  applied  to  beasts. 
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was  silent  from  any  weighty  reason  of  state  affairs, 
gloom  and  stiffness,  intolerable  stiffness,  was  the  order 
of  the  day. 

On  the  other  hand,  if  His  Majesty  was  well  and  in 
spirits,  he  was  sure  to  take  a  good  lead,  and,  with  all 
his  questions,  and  anecdotes,  and  jokes,  which  His 
Majesty  sincerely  loved,  particularly  if  there  was  (as 
there  was  almost  sure  to  be  for  some  one)  a  spice 
of  banter,  all  went  '  merry  as  a  marriage  bell,'  except 
perhaps  for  the  person  who  was  shy,  and  could  not  see 
or  take  a  joke,  or  became  worried  and  overwhelmed  in 
his  answers,  in  which  case  he  was  sure  to  get  deeper 
into  the  mud,  to  the  delight  of  the  king,  and  of  course 
the  sympathy  of  His  Majesty's  surroundings.  Corns 
were  often  trodden  upon  at  these  small  dinners,  par- 
ticularly in  the  case  of  the  timid  and  the  bashful. 

This  was  the  state  of  things  on  my  first  experience  of 
royal  hospitality,  and  my  colleague  was,  to  my  mind,  a 
butt  to  much  more  than  I  could  have  borne,  even  from 
a  king  and  master,  without  showing  my  indignation,  not 
to  say  disgust  and  resentment.  But  really,  from  all  I 
heard,  my  friend  had  brought  it  upon  himself.  He  had 
been  careless  about  his  professional  position.  He  was  a 
most  good-natured  fellow,  and  liked  a  joke,  and  seemed, 
as  I  was  told,  to  care  little  whether  it  was  for  or  against 
him  ;  he  would  join  in  it,  even  to  his  own  disparagement. 
He  allowed  himself  to  be  '  parson'd '  here  and  '  parson'd ' 
there  by  the  king  and  many  members  of  his  little  con- 
gregation, and  so,  knowing  what  I  did  of  some  of  His 
Majesty's  parson  friends  in  England  and  His  Majesty's 
treatment  of  them,  I  was  not  surprised  at  the  bantering 
tone  which  I  heard  for  the  first  time,  and  was  not  sorry 
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to  hear,  as  it  fully  confirmed  me  in  a  determination  I 
had  made  oi principiis  obsta,  if  my  turn  came. 

My  predecessor  was  in  an  unfortunate  position  as 
chaplain.  He  was  a  bachelor  ;  he  had  no  home  society, 
he  had  no  colleague,  he  was  isolated ;  he  had  nothing  to 
do,  no  schools  to  direct,  no  poor  to  visit ;  he  was  not  a 
reading  man.  What  could  he  do  but  as  others  do,  try 
to  amuse  himself? 

He  was  very  fond  of  horses,  and  a  very  good  rider, 
and  his  pleasure  was  to  buy  young  ones,  break  them, 
and  sell  them  and  buy  some  more.  His  horse-dealing 
hobby  was  at  least  an  innocent  amusement.  Could 
other  young  flaneurs,  say  as  much?  But  was  it  a 
suitable  amusement  for  him  in  his  position  ?  That  was 
the  question.  The  king  had  seen  him  more  than  once 
making  a  display  in  the  streets,  his  horse  standing  on 
end  and  plunging  in  the  midst  of  a  crowd,  who  made 
no  very  complimentary  remarks  upon  the  English  pastor 
and  his  riding  propensities. 

When  his  intended  resignation  of  the  chaplaincy  was 
announced.  His  Majesty's  remark  was,  'The  Ethiopian 
was  going  to  change  his  skin — the  parson  was  going  to 
give  up  his  cloth  aud  turn  horse-dealer ! '  It  Avas  not  a 
pleasant  remark,  but  was  there  not,  to  a  certain  extent, 
a  cause  ?  Did  not  the  king  hit  a  nail  on  the  head,  and 
in  his  way  rebuke  a  thoughtless  occupation  in  a  young 
clergyman?  Was  it  not  a  corn  that  His  Majesty  trod 
upon  ?  It  certainly  brought  to  my  recollection  the  quota- 
tion by  the  rector  of  Strathfieldsaye  of  William  IV. 's 
words :  '  Ernest  is  not  a  bad  fellow,  but  if  you  have  a 
corn  he's  sure  to  tread  upon  it.' 

The  kiug  in  his  shrewdness  knew  full  well  when  he 
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could  jest  and  banter,  and,  as  a  perfect  '  old  English 
gentleman,'  His  Majesty  also  knew  full  well  it  would  not 
have  been  in  accordance  with  good  manners  to  make 
the  new  chaplain  a  butt  of  his  witticism  upon  his 
first  invitation  to  dinner,  and  so  I  escaped  anything 
of  the  sort. 

His  Majesty's  questions  to  me  were  of  my  ante- 
cedents. He  knew  I  had  been  'travelling  bachelor' 
from  the  university,  and  had  been  for  three  years 
in  most  parts  of  Europe  and  in  Turkey,  Greece,  and 
Asia  Minor ;  he  knew  I  had  been  at  Bucharest,  at 
that  time  the  end  of  civilization  ;  he  knew  I  had  ridden 
through  Turkey  over  the  Balkans,  and  had  supped  with 
the  o-overnor  in  the  noted  fortress  of  Schumla,  and  so 
his  questions  to  me  were  about  my  travels. 

After  dinner,  His  Majesty  took  another  line,  and 
evidently  intended  to  give  me  a  hint  about  the  com- 
position and  length  and  solidity  of  my  sermons.  He 
asked, 

'  Doctor,  have  you  ever  read  Ogden's  sermons  ? ' 

'No,  sir,  I  have  never  seen  them.' 

'  Oh,  I'll  lend  them  to  you.  They  were  my  father's 
favourite  sermons — indeed,  we  all  like  them  much ; 
they  are  very  short — none  more  than  twenty  minutes — 
but  very  pithy,  without,  I  believe,  a  single  unnecessary 
redundant  word.  Multum  inparvo,  we  call  them.  Xo 
doubt  they  were  prepared  with  great  care,  and,  indeed, 
I  have  always  been  of  opinion  that  any  clergyman  who 
had  made  a  sermon  for  forty-five  minutes  could  always 
give  us  the  real  pith  of  it  in  twenty  if  he  would  only 
take  the  trouble.'  And  His  Majesty  turned  to  his 
secretary,   and  saying,    'Desire  the  librarian  to   send 
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Mr.  Wilkinson  Ogden's  sermons,'  he  struck  his  heels 
together,  according  to  cavalry  custom,  and  bowed  us 
out. 

The  part  was  well  acted  ;  I  gave  my  royal  master 
full  credit. 

I  knew  pretty  well,  in  regard  to  this  point,  which 
way  the  wind  blew,  having  taken  counsel  with  the 
former  chaplain.  Dr.  Jelf,  before  I  left  England ;  but 
of  course  I  took  the  hint,  and  always  acted  upon  it  (and 
have  done  so  to  this  day),  much  amused  at  the  delicate 
way  in  which  it  had  been  conveyed.  I  may  add  now, 
after  more  than  forty  years'  experience  in  the  church,  I 
am  perfectly  satisfied  of  the  correctness  of  the  king's 
stricture,  and  I  am  convinced  the  limce  Ictbor  may  be 
most  efficiently  exercised  in  the  case  of  sermons,  and 
that  the  real  pith  may  always  be  condensed  vrith 
advantage,  even  from  forty-five  minutes  to  twenty, 
upon  those  pages  which  have  been  written  currcnie 
calamo ;  and  well  would  it  be  if  any  young  clergyman 
had  a  kind  friend  to  give  him  this  hint,  and  a  formidable 
friend  and  patron-master  (as  I  had)  to  sit  under  him, 
with  a  piercing  eye  and  acute  criticism,  to  see  and  judge 
whether  he  acted  up  to  the  hint. 

I  am  afraid  there  are  too  many  of  our  clergyinen, 
particularly  in  country  places,  who  have  no  one  in  their 
parishes  of  weight  enough  to  induce  them  to  give  them- 
selves the  trouble  of  condensation,  and  hence  comes  too 
often  long-windedness  without  pith,  and  meaningless 
nothings  which  are  not  carried  away,  having  made  no 
impression. 
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SERIOUS  THOrCHTS  ON  MY  POSITION — GENERAL  HALKETT— 
GENERAL  CAMBRONNE — BANTER — '  PRINCIPIIS  OBSTA  ' — FIRST 
APPEARANCE  OF  CROWN  PRINCE  AT  CHURCH — FIRST  APPEAR- 
ANCE OF  TEE  KING — FIFTH  OF  NOVEMBER — LADY  JERSEY  AND 
DAUGHTERS — HIS  MAJESTY'S  APPROVAL  OF  SERMONS — INVI- 
TATION TO  DINNER — DINNER  AGAIN  NEXT  DAY — THE  KING's 
ELOQUENCE   ABOUT   ROMAN    CATHOLICS,  INQUISITION,  ETC. 

The  banter  of  my  predecessor  the  night  before  set  me 
thinking  seriously  of  my  own  position.  My  tempera- 
ment, I  felt,  would  not  stand  it  from  any  master  what- 
ever. If  I  had  to  '  speak  before  kings '  in  the  church, 
and  '  not  be  ashamed,'  I  must  have  the  respect  of  the 
king  everywhere,  or  my  occupation  was  gone,  or,  indeed, 
was  nowhere.  I  fully  resolved  what  to  do,  and  the  very 
next  day  my  determination  was  called  into  action  at  the 
house  of  General  Halkett. 

This  old  ofBcer  was  a  noted  Scotchman,  who  com- 
manded the  infantry  forces  at  Hanover.  He  Avas  the 
same  gallant  officer  of  the  German  legion  who  took 
Cambronne,  the  commander  of  the  '  Old  Guard,'  prisoner 
at  Waterloo. 

The  common  story  was  that  Cambronne,  surrounded  by 
the  English  cavalry  and  summoned  to  surrender, answered, 

'  La  Garde  meurt  mais  ne  se  rend  pas.' 


44  GENERAL  HALKETT. 

The  old  general,  to  use  his  own  language,  said  that 

was  '  d d  humbug  !  '     The  fact,  as  I  remember  the 

story,  was  this.  It  is  well  known  that,  at  the  end  of  the 
day,  our  Guards,  with  whom  were  brigaded  some  of  the 
German  legion,  were  lying  down,  half  concealed,  only  a 
few  hundred  yards  from  the  French,  before  the  last 
charge,  when  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  said,  '  Up  Guards, 
and  at  them.'  Cambronne  was  some  way  in  front  of  his 
troops,  reconnoitring  on  foot.  Halkett  determined  to 
make  a  dash  at  him.  He  set  spurs  to  his  famous  English 
hunter,  and  made  believe  that  he  was  run  away  with. 

One  of  our  officers  (I  forget  his  name)  had  really  been 
run  away  with,  a  short  time  before,  right  into  the  French 
cavalry  lines,  and  had  been  taken  prisoner.  No  doubt 
the  enemy  thought  Halkett  was  run  away  with,  for  no- 
body shot  at  him.  They  thought  they  Avould  have  him 
safely  without  powder.  The  ruse  succeeded.  Halkett 
came  up  with  Cambronne  close  to  the  French  lines, 
seized  him  by  the  aiguillette,  turned  that  side  to  the 
French,  so  that  they  dared  not  shoot  for  fear  of  hitting 
their  general,  and  so  he  brought  his  foe,  at  a  round 
gallop — the  grand  general,  who  had  the  credit  of  saying 
'La  Garde  meurt  mais  ne  se  rend  pas' — puffing,  and 
blowing,  and  shaking,  as  Halkett  said,  '  with  abject 
funk,'  back  to  his  own  lines,  and  delivered  him  to  the 
provost-marshal.  * 

This  old  General  Halkett  was  a  great  favourite  of  the 
king's  ;  was  constantly  invited  to  the  royal  table,  and 

*  Some  correspondence  on  tins  subject  took  place  in  the 
Armi/  and  Navy  Gazette,  and  in  the  St.  James's  Gazette,  but 
the  author  has  nothing  to  recall,  being  content  to  rest  on  Lord 
Cathcart's  letter  in  the  latter  of  15th  March,  1886. 
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always  retailed  the  news  of  the  place  for  His  Majesty's 
iuformation  and  amusement.  He  gave  a  party  in 
honour  of  us,  the  new-comers,  to  all  the  small  English 
and  half-English  coterie  at  Hanover.  He  Avas  a  jolly  old 
fellow,  and  began  his  banter — good-humoured,  no  doubt, 
he  thought  it  was. 

'  Now  we  w  ill  hear  wdiat  our  new  parson  has  to  say ; ' 
and  then  proceeded  to  what  he  thought  a  joke,  which 
did  not  please  me  at  all.  I  knew  they  had  made  light 
of  my  good-natured  predecessor,  and  I  remembered 
what  I  had  heard  of  the  king's  parson-friends  in  England, 
and  I  immediately  acted  on  what  I  had  resolved,  prin- 
cipiis  ohsta.     I  said, 

'  I  think,  general,  it  will  be  well  to  tell  you  at  once 
that  I  am  not  going  to  be  the  butt  of  any  jokes  from 
king  or  anyone  else,  nor  do  I  intend  to  allow  anyone  to 
parson  me.  We  all  know  that,  if  anything  is  to  be  said 
in  our  favour,  we  are  spoken  of  as  clergymen,  and  that 
when  blame  is  intended,  it  is  the  idle,  the  rowing,  the 
drinking,  or  the  larking  parson.  I  Avould  thank  you, 
then,  to  grant  me  the  respectful  title  as  long  as  I  try  to 
deserve  it,  and  to  drop  this  opprobrious  title  until  you 
find  me  disgracing  my  position  by  my  conduct,  and 
then  it  will  be  time  for  me  to  give  up  my  appointment. 
I  am  quite  independent  enough  to  hold  my  own,  and  if 
I  do  not  secure  the  common  respect  due  to  my  office, 
and  therefore  to  myself,  I  shall  immediately  resign 
and  take  my  departure.' 

I  was  never  lightly  '  parson'd '  after  that,  and  the  old 
general  was  my  very  dear  friend  for  many  years,  up 
to  the  last  hour  of  his  life.  I  know  he  reported  our 
little  skirmish  to  the  king,  and  I  always  had  reason  after- 
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■wards  to  believe  it  had  a  good  effect,  for  His  Majesty 
never  tried  to  tread  on  any  corns  that  I  might  have  had. 

Sunday  came.  I  had  carefully  prepared  an  Ogden- 
timed,  and,  as  I  hoped,  an  Ogden-pithy  sermon,  but  no 
king  appeared. 

Sunday  again  ;  the  same  thing,  with  the  same  result. 
No  king  appeared,  but  the  Crown  Prince  came  to  the 
service,  and  his  half-sister,  the  Princess  Rudolstadt.  I 
conclude  they  were  sent  to  make  their  report.  His 
Majesty,  I  heard,  had  said,  when  asked  if  he  was  going 
to  church, 

'  No,  let  the  young  doctor  ' — not  parson — '  get  well 
into  his  saddle  first.' 

His  Majesty  was  then  laid  up  for  some  weeks,  and  in 
case  of  indisposition  always  breakfasted  and  transacted 
business  in  bed  till  twelve,  when  he  dressed  for  his 
simple  mutton-chop  at  one.  So  I  was  kept  on  tenter- 
hooks for  some  weeks  as  Sunday  came  round.  The 
great  ordeal  was  still  before  me,  the  first  impression  on 
my  royal  master,  upon  which,  I  felt,  so  much  depended. 

After  some  time — and  it  was  a  momentous  day.  the 
5th  of  November — notice  was  brought  to  my  vestry, 
'  His  Majesty  and  suite  were  coming  to  service  ; '  and 
upon  the  stroke  of  eleven  the  folding  doors  of  the  ante- 
room were  thrown  open,  and  the  king  appeared,  with 
Lady  Jersey  on  his  arm,  followed  by  her  two  daughters. 
Lady  Clementina  and  Lady  Adela,  the  maid  of  honour 
and  the  aide-de  camp. 

I  made  my  bow,  which  His  Majesty  most  graciously 
returned.  Two  pages  of  the  back  stairs  opened  the 
double  doors  leading  into  the  chapel,  and  stood  at  stiff 
attention  on  each  side. 
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The  Hof-Marslial,  with  his  staff  of  office,  then  led 
the  way,  aud  evidently  seemed  to  expect  that  His 
Majesty  and  the  corUrje  would  follow  him.  But  no  ; 
with  a  dignified  movement,  the  old  king  motioned  to  me 
with  his  hand,  and  said,  *  Doctor,  I  follow  the  Church  ; ' 
and  so  the  chaplain  headed  the  procession,  the  whole 
congregation  standing  in  due  respect  till  the  royal  party 
had  taken  their  seats. 

I  must  admit— and  I  am  sure  anyone  will  say  small 
blame  to  me — I  was  nervous  and  confused,  almost 
trembling  for  fear  of  anything  particular  in  His  Majesty's 
behaviour,  but  nothing  occurred,  no  remark  of  any  sort. 

His  INIajesty  was  most  attentive  and  most  devout  from 
the  beginning  of  the  service  to  the  end,  making  every 
response  in  a  loud  voice,  and  so,  by  this  good  example, 
carrying  the  little  congregation  with  him. 

At  that  time  there  stood  in  our  Prayer-Book— aud 
we  were  bound  to  use  it  if  it  fell  on  Sunday — '  a  form 
of  prayer,  with  thanksgiving,  upon  the  5th  of  November^ 
for  the  happy  deliverance  of  King  James  I.  and  the 
three  estates  of  England  from  the  most  traitorous  and 
bloody  intended  massacre  by  gunpowder;'  and  I  for 
one  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that,  in  face  of  the  diabolical 
spirit  of  Fenianism  now  abroad,  openly  professed  by 
Roman  Catholics  in  the  public  journals  of  a  kindred 
nation,  and  notoriously  plotting  therein— to  the  disgrace 
of  that  friendly  nation,  be  it  said— indiscriminate  de- 
struction against  us  '  in  a  most  barbarous  and  savage 
manner,  beyond  the  examples  of  former  ages,'  by  the 
fell  agency  of  dynamite,  I  grieve  for  the  expunging  of 
that  devout  and  humble  service  from  our  Prayer-Book, 
and  I  wish  it  could  be  re-introduced  to  teach  us  to  '  yield 
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our  unfeigned  thanks  and  praise  for  the  wonderful  and 
mighty  deliverance  '  that  has  lately  been  vouchsafed  in 
many  instances  by  the  frustration  of  the  plots  of  our 
Roman  Catholic  enemies,  who,  in  order  to  terrify  the 
government,  would  not  have  hesitated  to  involve  hun- 
dreds, perhaps  thousands,  of  innocent  persons  in  the 
common  slaughter  prepared  for  them.  The  escapes 
have  been  hair-breadth  :  the  explosions  failed,  as  some 
have  said,  by  the  merest  accident !  Surely  it  would  be 
well  to  teach  our  people  in  the  words  of  that  service  for 
the  5th  of  November— equally  applicable  at  the  present 
time — 

'From  this  unnatural  conspiracy,  not  our  merit,  0 
Lord,  but  Thy  mercy :  not  our  foresight,  but  Thy  pro- 
vidence, delivered  us ;  and  therefore,  not  unto  us,  0 
Lord,  not  unto  us,  but  unto  Thy  name  be  ascribed  all 
honour  and  glory,  in  all  churches  of  the  saints,  from 
generation  to  generation,  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.' 

There  could  be  but  one  subject  for  a  sermon  on  that 
day,  and,  I  may  add,  one  text  seemed  also  prominently 
to  stand  forward  for  choice  from  the  Gospel  of  Luke 
ix.  56  :  '  The  Son  of  Man  is  not  come  to  destroy  men's 
lives,  but  to  save  them.' 

My  first  point,  as  I  see  by  the  sermon  now  lying 
before  me,  was  to  tell  '  the  old,  old  story '  of  man's 
sin,  God's  mercy,  and  the  Saviour's  love  ;  my  next  point 
was  to  condemn  the  diabolical  design  of  wholesale 
murder,  and — '  oh,  horrible,  horrible,  most  horrible  ! ' — 
under  the  cloak  of  religion  ;  my  third  and  last  point 
was  to  thank  God  we  'had  not  so  learned  Christ,'  and 
to  impress  the  apostle's  words  of  good-will,  devotion, 
and  loyalty  (on  such  a  day,  and  at  such  a  time  and 
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place,  a  simple  duty  and  no  flattery),  '  Honour  all  men, 
love  the  brotherhood,  fear  God,  honour  the  king.' 

I  find  I  called  '  a  spade  a  spade '  with  a  vengeance  ; 
but,  looking  back  now  as  an  old  man,  after  forty  years' 
experience,  I  would  not  recall  nor  abate  one  single  word. 
Had  I  not  taken  a  solemn  oath  at  my  ordination  :  '  I 
do  swear  that  I  do  from  my  heart  abhor,  detest,  and 
abjure,  as  impious  and  heretical,  that  damnable  doctrine 
and  position,  that  princes  excommunicated  or  deprived 
by  the  Pope,  or  any  authority  of  the  See  of  Rome,  may 
be  deposed  or  murdered  by  their  subjects,  or  any  other 
whatever.  So  help  me,  God.' 
Is  not  my  oath  still  in  force  ? 

Is  not  the  fact  still  there  that  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church  is  unchanged  and  unchangeable  ;  that  the  Pope 
claims  to  be  infallible ;  that  he  still  sanctions  the  ex- 
termination of  heretics,  as  he  did  on  the  night  of 
St.  Bartholomew  ;  that  every  bishop  to  this  day  swears 
upon  his  appointment  that  he  will  persecute  heretics  to 
the  best  of  his  power?  Is  it  not  an  undoubted  fact 
of  history  that  father-confessors  were  consulted,  and 
gave  encouragement  to  the  gunpowder  plot  ?  Are  not 
the  words  of  one  of  the  chief  conspirators  on  record 
(Sir  Everard  Digby)  : 

'  Had  I  believed  there  was  any  harm  in  the  plot,  I 
would  not  have  been  in  it  for  all  the  world,  and  nothing 
else  made  me  risk  my  life  and  reputation  but  the  cause 
of  God  and  the  good  of  our  Catholic  religion.' 

Does  not  this  show  that  to  blow  up  king,  Lords,  and 
Commons  at  one  fell  blast,  and  'leave  not  a  wreck 
behind,'  had  the  sanction  of  that  which  boasts  of  beino- 
the  only  pure  religion  in  the  world  ?    Does  not  my  oath 
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bind  me  now  just  as  it  did  forty  years  ago,  and  am  I 
not  justified  in  condemning  still — as  I  contend  I  was 
then — any  such  unparalleled  iniquity  ? 

AVhen  the  service  was  over,  the  king  again  waited 
my  time.  When  my  prayer  was  finished,  His  Majesty 
again  motioned  me  to  lead  the  cortege  back,  and  he 
and  the  court  followed  to  the  ante-room,  where  I  made 
my  bow,  to  allow  all  to  pass  ;  and  His  Majesty  said — 
'  Doctor,  I  am  delighted  to  find  that  your  opinions, 
political  and  divine,  coincide  exactly  with  my  own. 
Come  and  dine  with  me,  and  we'll  talk  more  about  it.' 

I  do  not  know  that  I  felt  the  full  compliment,  but 
no  doubt  I  had  made  a  hit ;  indeed,  I  may  say  a  'grand 
coup  ; '  and  my  royal  master's  favour  was  secured  from 
that  very  moment. 

No  doubt  I  was  the  hero  of  that  day,  and  I  certainly 
considered  this  gave  me  the  post  of  honour,  for  I  was 
placed  between  two  of  the  most  charming  young  girls  of 
whom  England  could  boast :  Lady  Clementina  Villiers 
and  her  sister;  most  affable,  most  kind,  most  natural, 
and  pleased  with  everything  ;  the  former  the  most  lovely, 
the  most  beautiful  of  all  the  beauties  of  our  high 
aristocracy ;  and,  as  far  as  I  could  judge,  without  a 
grain  of  conceit  in  her.  Dear  angelic  creature  !  The 
world,  I  may  almost  say,  Avept  for  her,  when,  a  short 
time  afterwards,  she  was  cut  off  in  the  fulness  of  her 
bloom,  and  taken,  in  her  purity,  as  all  the  mourners 
consoled  themselves,  to  'an  inheritance  incorruptible,' 
for  which  all  deemed  her  so  meet. 

It  was  a  large  party,  and  we  could  talk  freely  with 
our  neighbours,  and  of  course  I  enjoyed  myself  on 
account  of  the   exquisite   affjibility  of  the  beauteous 
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charmers  on  eitlier  side  of  me  ;  but  His  Majesty  had 
no  opportunity  of  speaking  to  me,  except  a  few  passing 
words  of  gracious  civility.  However,  I  had  a  command 
to  dine  again  the  next  day,  and  then  I  joined  the  small 
round  table,  to  which,  besides  the  officials  of  the  day, 
no  one  but  myself  had  the  honour  of  being  invited  to 
meet  the  royal  guests,  Lady  Jersey,  and  her  daughters. 
There  was  then  but  one  subject  discussed  in  Avhicli 
His  Majesty  was  well  read  and  very  eloquent,  and  that 
was  the  horrors  perpetrated  in  the  name  of  religion  by 
the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  which  had  undoubtedly 
sanctioned  the  foul  gunpowder  plot.  Charles  IX., 
Catherine  de  ]\Iedicis,  Philip  H.,  Torquemada,  Deza, 
Mendoza,  «S:c.,  came  upon  the  tapis  ;  and  then  the 
murders,  the  massacres,  the  tortures  of  the  heretics, 
the  open  auto-da-fe,  and  the  secret  diabolical  inventions 
of  cruelty  by  the  inquisition,  which  His  Majesty  firmly 
believed  (and  I  perfectly  agreed  with  him  then,  and 
agree  with  him  even  noAv,  when  we  have  abrogated  all 
our  penal  laws,  and,  in  deference  to  Roman  Catholic 
feeling,  have  expunged  the  5th  of  November  service 
from  the  Prayer-Book)  would  still  be  put  in  practice 
against  us  if  they  dared,  and  if  they  ever  again  had 
the  dominion  over  us.* 


*  Witness  the  published  terms  of  approval,  on  the  part  of  the 
miscreants  O'Donovan  Rossa  and  Co.,  of  the  inhuman  atrocity  of 
blowing  up  innocent  fellow-creatures  in  the  foul  endeavour  to 
scare  the  government  by  the  dastardly  outrage  of  the  24th 
January  ;  but,  if  these  are  said  to  be  merely  the  scum  of  the 
earth,  I  say,  witness  the  feeling  existing  still  on  the  part  of  the 
high  authorities  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  who  (as  reported 
in  the  English  Churchman  this  very  month  of  Januarv,  1885),  in 
St.  George's  Church,  Worcester,  which  has  been  re-decorated,  and 
was  reopened  on  the  22nd  November,  1884,  authorised  paintings 
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There  had  lately  been  discovered  near  Hanover,  in 
the  vaults  of  an  old  monastical  building,  which  had 
a  secret  underground  way  to  a  neighbouring  conventual 
building,  many  instruments  of  torture,  such  as  thumb- 
screws, iron  folding-gloves,  &c.,  and  amongst  them  a 
peculiar  rack — a  sort  of  long  mangle  on  rollers,  to 
which  the  victim  was  attached  by  ropes  to  his  arms 
and  legs,  and  these  limbs  were  drawn  out  and  dislocated 
as  the  agents  worked  the  machine  backwards  and  for- 
wards ;  but  the  peculiarity  of  this  engine  of  torture  was 
that,  instead  of  the  board  being  smooth,  there  were 
small  raised  bosses  with  blunt  points  all  over  the  sur- 
face, which,  of  course,  as  the  instrument  was  set  in 
motion,  were  embedded  in  the  flesh,  and  inflicted  dire- 
ful wounds  every  time  the  victim  was  rolled  over  them. 
This,  with  other  instruments  of  torture,  was  then, 
and  probably  is  now,  to  be  seen  in  the  museum,  and  I 
was  deputed  to  lionise  the  young  ladies  the  next  day, 
probably  to  excite  their  abhorrence  of  the  high  authori- 
ties of  that  church  which  sanctioned  such  atrocities. 
The  visit  there  gave  a  good  subject  of  conversation  for 
the  court  and  ball  cciven  the  next  night  at  the  castle. 


on  the  walls  of  Garnet,  Oldcorn,  and  Ashley,  men  executed  for 
complicitv  in  the  gunpowder  plot,  but  now  actually  set  up  as 
'  martyrs '  and  '  as  priests  who  suffered  for  the  faith.' 
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That  certainly  ^vas  a  grand  and  imposing  sight,  than 
which,  I  believe,  no  more  magnificent  display  was  to  be 
witnessed  at  our  own  court,  or,  indeed,  at  any  court  in 
Europe. 

I  had  the  honour  that  night  of  being  admitted,  with 
my  wife,  to  supper  in  the  renowned  Ritter-saal,  perhaps 
because  it  was  our  first  appearance  at  court,  perha})s  as 
a  mark  of  favour  on  account  of  my  late  sermon,  of 
which  His  Majesty  had  been  graciously  pleased  to 
express  his  special  approval. 

It  was,  I  believe,  the  most  beautiful  banqueting-hall 
belonging  to  any  sovereign  in  Europe.  It  was  hung 
round  above  with  the  portraits  of  the  Dukes  of  Bruns- 
wick from  the  earliest  times,  and  below  with  full-length 
pictures  of  all  the  Electors  of  Hanover  who  had  borne 
the  royal  title  from  George  I.  to  King  Ernest.     Down  the 
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middle  of  the  hall  was  a  long  table,  holding  about  six- 
and-thirty,  where  the  king  entertained  his  royal  guests, 
the  Diplomatic  Corps  and  their  ladies,  the  full  generals 
and  other  high  dignitaries,  as  far  as  there  was  room.  On 
each  side  were  round  tables,  holding  about  a  dozen, 
Avhere  persons  made  their  own  little  parties,  and  so 
fully  enjoyed  themselves. 

On  that  long  table  was  displayed  all  the  gold  and 
silver  plate  for  which  Hanover  was  so  distinguished.  In 
the  centre  was  a  large  plateau  with  St.  George  and  the 
Dragon,  made  specially  for  King  Ernest  by  Hunt  and 
Roskell,  and  said  to  be  worth  four  thousand  guineas. 
Every  consol-table  round  the  hall,  every  chandelier, 
every  bracket  for  candles  (of  which  there  were  thousands), 
every  frame  of  the  numerous  mirrors  was  of  massive 
silver. 

I  sat  next  to  an  English  colonel  at  supper,  who  was 
on  his  way  back  from  St.  Petersburg,  where  he  had  been 
in  the  suite  of  a  special  ambassador  from  our  court  to 
the  emperor,  sent  to  represent  our  queen  on  some  great 
occasion  (I  forget  what)  ;  and  he  said  that,  excepting 
the  show  of  Imperial  Guards,  grand  for  their  physique 
and  uniforms,  wdio  lined  all  the  passages,  he  thought 
the  whole  style  of  the  fete  of  Hanover  was  far  superior 
to  that  of  Russia.  It  certainly  was  a  brilliant  and 
astounding  sight — as  may  be  supposed — to  one  just 
transported  from  a  quiet  parsonage  who  saw  it  for  the 
first  time. 

The  whole  display  was  dazzling ;  diamonds  real  and 
false  (of  which  there  were  many),  stars,  crosses,  collars, 
brilliant  uniforms  and  liveries,  gorgeous  in  the  ex- 
treme ;  but  of  one  charm  that  I  had  seen  so  lately  at  the 
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drawing-room  of  our  queen  there   was   a   lamentable 
lack — and  that  was  of  beauty. 

It  quite  detracted  from  the  idea  of  fairyland,  which 
one  may  almost  fancy  at  our  own  court-ball,  where 
the  charmed  eye  rests  upon  a  bevy  of  sylph-like  forms, 
Avith  the  chiselled  features  and  beautiful  complexions  of 
many  and  many  of  the  wives  and  daughters  of  our  high 
aristocracy.  To  this  day  they  trace  their  beauty  from 
the  Angli,  and  beauty  is  with  them  much  the  rule  ;  but 
with  the  Teutons,  it  must  be  confessed,  it  is  much  the 
exception. 

The  Ladies  Yilliers  stood  that  night  beyond  them  all 
incomparable,  '  the  cynosure  of  every  eye  '  ;  but  it  was 
the  green  eye  of  jealousy.  Any  who  know  the  difficulty 
that  the  sister,  Lady  Sarah,  had  in  making  her  way  in 
society  at  Vienna,  because  she  had  not  sixteen  quarter- 
ings  of  her  own,  though  she  was  married  to  a  nobleman 
who  could  boast  of  all  the  blood  and  honours  of  the 
House  of  Esterhazy,  Avill  understand  how  these  ugly 
Hanoverians  tried  to  cry  down  and  to  show  the  cokL 
shoulder  to  our  beauteous  countrywomen,  who,  though 
an  earl's  daughters,  were  only  grand-daughters  of  a 
plebeian  business-banker. 

These  charming  girls  were,  in  heart  and  soul  and 
mind,  too  good  and  gentle  to  take  any  visible  umbrage  ; 
but  it  was  amusing  to  Avatch  the  mother,  who  was  proud 
enough,  and  could  well  hold  her  own.  She  stayed  some 
time  with  the  king,  and  attended  court,  and  balls,  and 
parties  ;  but  I  beheve  she  never  made  acquaintance  with 
any  of  the  ladies,  except  the  Mistress  of  the  Robes 
and  the  maids-of-honour. 

She  was  too  proud,  the  more  so,  perhaps,  on  account 
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of  her  riches,  to  ask  to  be  introduced  to  them  ;  and 
they  Avere  too  proud,  the  more  so,  perhaps,  on  account 
of  their  poverty,  to  ask  to  be  introduced  to  the 
banker's  daughter.  And  so  slie  came  and  stayed  some 
time,  and  went  away  quite  satisfied  Avith  the  marked 
attention  of  the  king,  which  she  highly  valued,  but  quite 
indifferent  as  to  the  acquaintance  of  any  of  Hanover's 
high  nobility,  except  the  officials  at  the  palace. 

On  the  night  of  that  great  court-ball  she  came  late 
from  her  private  apartments.  All  were  assembled  and 
in  their  places,  and  the  ladies  seemed  to  me  purposely 
to  turn  their  backs  and  not  to  see  Lady  Jersey,  who  was 
in  vain  pressing  to  get  to  the  front  through  the  crowd. 
The  Grand-^SIarshal  went  to  her  rescue,  and,  striking 
his  wand  of  office  on  the  ground  as  he  did  before 
royalty,  gradually  opened  a  way  for  the  imperious 
countess  to  follow  him  ;  and  so  conducted  her,  stiff  and 
unbending  as  the  proudest  queen,  through  the  crowd 
of  unwilling  receders  to  the  head  of  the  procession, 
immediately  after  the  ladies  of  the  Diplomatic  Corps, 
and  before  all  the  native  aristocracy,  about  to  move  on 
to  the  inner  room,  where  the  king  and  all  his  royal 
guests  were  assembled  before  the  throne,  to  receive  the 
homage  of  his  passing  courtiers. 

Lady  Jersey  was  very  condescending  and  familiar 
with  me,  as  chaplain,  when  I  called  to  pay  my  respects, 
after  she  had  attended  my  service ;  and  I  had  the 
honour  of  meeting  her  at  the  royal  table,  and  at  the 
court.  I  have  reason  to  know  that  she,  who  had  the 
credit  of  being  the  stiffest  and  proudest  of  all  our 
grandees,  was  equally  familiar  with  her  own  clergyman 
in  England ;  took  great   interest  in  the  affiiirs  of  her 
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parish,  and  was  a  true  Lady  Bountiful  to  tlic  poor  on 
her  estate. 

She  made  inquiries  about  my  poor  in  HanoTcr,  and 
was  mucli  interested  in  some  stories  I  tokl  her  of  the 
only  poor  I  had,  consisting  of  some  old  widows  who  had 
been  persuaded  to  follow  the  drum  by  soldiers  of  the 
German  legion  when  quartered  in  England,  who  had  gone 
through  great  trials  with  the  regiments  in  foreign  parts  in 
time  of  war,  and  who,  having  survived  their  husbands,had 
continued  in  Hanover  on  a  miserable  pittance,  scarcely 
enough  to  keep  body  and  soul  together  ;  but  having  been 
so  long  abroad,  and  having  heard  nothing  but  German 
for  so  many  years  ;  having  greatly  lost  the  means  of 
expressing  themselves  in  their  native  tongue  ;  having 
outlived  their  relations  at  home,  and  having  so  many 
ties  of  children  and  grand-children  in  Hanover,  they 
were  content  to  draw  out  a  miserable  existence  in  a 
foreign  land  rather  than  be  passed  back  to  England, 
with  no  prospect  but  a  lonely  life  in  a  workhouse. 

In  the  case  of  most  of  the  old  women  thereby  hung  a 
tale ;  but  one  I  may  mention  whose  history  was  very 
remarkable.       She  declared  to  me  she  was  of  noble 

family,  and  mentioned  the  Earl  of ,  to  whom  she 

was  nearly  related,  and,  as  cousin,  had  borne  the  well- 
known  family  name.  She  said  she  was  induced  to  run 
away  with  a  non-commissioned  officer  of  the  German 
legion  quartered  in  her  neighbourhood ;  that  she  was 
married,  and  followed  the  regiment  through  all  the 
Peninsular  campaign — in  which  the  few  women  allowed 
to  go  with  their  husbands,  to  wash  for  the  officers  and 
others,  went  through  greater  hardships  than  the  men. 
She  went  with  the  regiment  to  Belgium,  and,  on  the 
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niglit  before  "Waterloo,  she  and  another  woman  lay  out 
for  hours  in  the  wet  under  trees  and  hedges ;  and  on 
the  following  memorable  Sunday,  during  the  whole  of 
the  day,  she  was  constantly  in  the  thick  of  the  fight, 
rushing  about  and  taking  shelter  in  ditches  or  under 
banks,  and  in  barns  or  outhouses,  driven  from  place  to 
place  by  the  whizzing  balls  of  the  enemy's  fire.  She 
was  sick  and  with  child,  and  the  terror,  and  flight  from 
place  to  place,  and  the  harassing  fatigue  brought  on 
premature  labour. 

In  the  middle  of  that  night  she  was  dragged  by  her 
friend  to  a  shed,  where  her  child  was  born.  It  was 
pitch  dark,  and  she  was  rolled  up  as  best  could  be  done 
and  laid  upon  what  she  thought  was  a  log  of  wood  for 
a  pillow  ;  but  when  morning  broke  she  found  she  was 
lying  upon  a  leg  that  had  been  amputated,  while 
other  limbs  were  lying  about  the  shed,  which  had  been 
used  after  the  battle  by  the  surgeons  for  their  direful, 
but  necessary  operations. 

The  babe  survived  the  terror  of  that  night,  and  went 
back  to  Hanover  with  the  regiment,  and  was  christened 
'  Waterloo.'  Thirty  years  afterwards  I  saw  her  there. 
She  lived  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  was  respectably 
married  to  a  young  carpenter. 

In  this,  and  other  stories  almost  as  strange  that  I  told 
of  my  old  pensioners,  Lady  Jersey  was  much  interested^ 
and  left  me  a  handsome  sum,  which  gave  the  poor 
widows  many  comforts  in  their  sad  old  age. 

The  end  of  the  old  Irish  mother  of  '  Waterloo  ' — who 
used  often  to  press  my  hand,  and  remind  me  that  she 
was   'Hochwohlgcborcn'* — was   also  remarkable,  and 
*  High,  well-born. 
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deserves  mention.  At  eighty-three,  she  fell  down  and 
broke  her  thigh.  I  was  requested  to  come  to  see  her. 
I  found  the  surgeon  at  her  house,  who  had  just  set  and 
splintered  up  the  fractured  Umb  ;  but,  at  her  time  of 
life,  he  gave  little  hope  of  a  successful  issue. 

I  was  not  her  father-confessor :  she  was  Irish,  and  a 
Roman  Catholic  ;  but,  as  the  priest  of  that  church,  if  he 
knew  her,  had  taken  no  notice  of  her  in  her  life,  she 
would  have  nothing  to  do  with  him  in  what  she  and  I 
both  believed  would  now  be  her  death.  I  found  her 
very  weak  in  body  from  her  accident,  and  in  a  high 
state  of  excitement  in  her  mind,  not  in  any  fear  or 
doubt  as  to  her  spiritual  state,  but  absorbed  in  one  idea 
that : 

'  She  was  a  pauper  in  a  foreign  land ;  she  would  be 
put  into  the  ground  as  the  paupers  were  ;  she  would 
be  buried  like  a  dog.  Xot  a  prayer  would  be  said  over 
her  old  bones ;  she  would  be  buried  in  a  box — for  that 
was  the  custom — a  plain  deal,  badly  and  slightly- 
stained  black  box,  not  even  shaped  like  a  coffin  ;  not  a 
name,  not  a  cross,  not  a  nail,  not  an  "  R.  I.  P."  on  it ! ' 

Of  course  I  tried  what  I  could  to  say  a  word  in  season, 
but  I  could  see  there  was  only  one  thought  on  her 
mind — 'She  should  be  buried  in  a  box.'  I  did  not 
think  even  this  would  Avorry  her  long  ;  for,  when  I  took 
leave,  she  seemed  quite  exhausted,  and  her  breath 
almost  at  its  last  flutter. 

When  I  came  the  next  morning,  to  my  surprise,  I 
found  her  not  only  alive,  but  better — better  in  mind  and 
body ;  quiet,  calm,  composed,  and  perfectly  happy. 

'  Her  son-in-law  had  been  to  see  her.  Oh  !  he  was  a 
nice  young  man.     He  sat  Avhere  you  do,  sir ;    on   the 


60  'DON'T  FRET,  MOTHER: 

side  of  the  bed.  He  took  my  hand,  and  he  said, 
"Don't  fret,  mother," — oh!  he's  a  nice  young  man! 
He  said,  "  Don't  fret,  mother,  for,  if  you  die,  you  shall 
have  a  coffin,  for  I  will  make  you  one."  Oh '  he's  a 
nice  young  man.' 

This  had  quite  relieved  her  mind  ;  mind  acted  upon 
her  body  ;  the  excitement  was  quite  allayed  ;  the  fever 
had  all  disappeared.  During  nine  weeks  she  made 
steady  improvement.  The  doctor  had  long  given  up 
his  visits.  She  was  up,  and  walked  about  the  room  by 
help  of  a  crutch  ;  she  was  apparently  progressing  to- 
wards complete  convalescence  ;  but,  all  of  a  sudden,  a 
change  came  over  her,  why  or  wherefore  we  could  not 
tell,  and  had  no  time  to  get  a  doctor.  The  oil  was 
exhausted  ;  her  lamp  simply  went  out ;  and  she  died 
— without  a  pang,  with  scarcely  a  sigh — in  the  presence 
of  her  daughter  '  Waterloo  '  and  the  '  nice  young  man ' ; 
and  I  was  there  to  '  commend  her  soul  into  the  hands 
of  a  faithful  Creator  and  most  merciful  Saviour.' 

I  went  to  the  parish  authorities  to  see  about  the 
funeral,  at  which  the  daughter  and  her  husband  wished 
me  to  perform  the  last  offices.  I  found  those  officials 
very  complacent,  and  glad  to  resign  the  pauper  to  my 
charge,  as  they  were  to  be  saved  all  expenses. 

'The  Herr  Haus-Caplan — who  alone  had  attended 
the  old  pauper — might  do  as  he  pleased,  but  he  must 
pay  sundry  small  fees.  They  would  send  the  corpse 
to  the  cemetery  in  their  hearse,  preceded  by  their 
Todten-Frau'  (the  official  in  tliose  cases),  'who  had 
laid  out  the  body.  She  would  deliver  a  certificate,  and 
all  would  be  in  order.' 

This  was  sufficient  to  justify  me. 
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Whether  the  Roman  Catholic  priest  got  a  fee,  or 
knew  anything  about  the  death  or  burial,  I  never  heard. 
He  did  not  appear  ;  and,  if  he  had  made  any  objection, 
T  held  a  printed  official  paper  to  show  that  I  acted 
with  the  knowledge  and  under  the  sanction  of  the 
authorities. 

We  had  a  very  quiet  and  solemn  funeral.  For  a  few 
shillings  I  procured  the  services  of  the  cantor  and  four 
choristers,  in  their  long,  black  cloth  gowns,  who  followed 
me,  and  sang  a  Lutheran  hymn.  The  chief  mourners, 
or,  indeed,  the  only  mourners,  were  '  Waterloo '  and  her 
husband,  and  a  little  grand-child  ;  and,  though  there 
was  no  cross  or  banner  in  the  procession,  no  holy-water 
at  the  grave  ;  though  '  no  farewell  shot '  was  fired  over 
the  soldier's  wife,  who  had  seen  so  much  real  service  ; 
though  'we  raised  not  a  stone,'  still  she  had  her  coffin, 
and  her  name,  and  comforting  letters  of  hope  inscribed 
on  it ;  and  I  am  sure  when  we  '  laid  her  down  in  her 
narrow  bed,'  with  the  touching  service  of  our  church, 
both  '  Waterloo  '  and  the  '  nice  young  man '  were  satisfied 
that  she  rested  in  peace  ;  and  '  we  left  her  alone  in  her 
glory.' 

Tliis  story — which  I  reported  to  the  king — was,  I 
believe,  the  immediate  cause  of  the  order  issued  shortly 
afterwards  by  the  jNIinister  of  Public  Worship  :  '  That 
the  poor  wretches  who  died  in  the  workhouse  should 
be  buried  in  a  plain,  decent-shaped  coffin,  and  not  in  a 
common  black  box,  without  a  nail,  or  name,  or  letter 
of  inscription  ;  and  that  a  pastor  should  attend  and 
ofi"er  a  prayer  over  every  pauper's  grave.' 
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I  WAS  only  ill  once  during  the  eight  years  I  had  the 
honour  to  serve  the  king.  I  was  lying,  disabled,  on  the 
sofa  on  the  Saturday,  with  what  the  doctor  called  a  fit 
of  gout,  though  there  was  no  'calor,'  'rubor,' or  'tumor.' 
I  was  just  going  to  send  to  the  palace  in  the  evening, 

to  state  my  unfitness  for  duty,  when  a  Rev.  was 

announced,  who,  seeing  my  state,  kindly  offered  to  take 
my  place  the  next  morning.  He  gave  the  address  and 
cure  in  England,  and  I  said  I  would  ask  His  Majesty's 
permission,  and  let  him  knoAV.  The  answer  came  in 
the  aflftrmative. 

Poor  man !  with  all  his  kind  willingness  to  help  me, 
he  seemed  to  have  over-rated  his  powers  ;  for,  when 
he  came  into  the  presence  of  royalty  for  the  first  time, 
and  that  the  noted  Duke  of  Cumberland,  who  sat  close 
under  him  in  the  small  so-called  chapel  (it  was  the 
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king's  dining-room,  fitted  up  every  Sunday,  for  a  couple 
of  hours,  with  altar,  rails,  pulpit,  etc.,  for  the  occasion), 
and  when  he  felt  the  eye  fixed  upon  him  (the  king  only 
had  one,  but  that  was  a  piercer),  he  quite  lost  all 
nerve,  and  hummed,  and  hawed,  and  stammered,  and 
stuttered,  and  stopped,  and  rushed  on  again  in  a  Avay 
that — as  reported  to  me  afterwards  by  my  wife — it  was 
lamentable  to  see  and  hear.  Of  course  I  was  horrified, 
and  wondered  what  His  Majesty  would  say  about  it. 
As  soon  as  I  reported  myself  well  I  was  honoured  by 
an  invitation  to  dinner. 

'Well,  doctor,' said  the  king,  'glad  to  see  you  out 
again.  You  sent  me  a  pretty  fellow  last  Sunday.  I 
hear  he  was  no  clergyman  at  all.' 

I  was  quite  taken  aback,  and  answered, 
'Indeed,  sir,  I  am  v^ery  sorry.' 

'  Oh !  dear  no.  I  find  he  was  a  jockey  from  New- 
market ;  in  fact,  nobody  could  have  gone  the  pace  he 
did  but  a  jockey.' 

I  began  to  see  the  twinkle  in  the  old  king's  eye,  and, 
greatly  relieved,  carried  on  the  joke. 

'Well,  sir,'  I  said,  'I  gave  notice,  and  your  Majesty 
did  not  say  "Xo."  I  was  obliged  to  take  his  word,  and 
time  pressed.  He  said  he  had  a  sermon  with  him.  I 
wish  it  had  been  one  of  Ogden's.' 

'Egad,'  His  Majesty  added,  'you  couldn't  follow 
him  ;  he  distanced  Ogden  easily.  The  race  was  over  in 
a  few  minutes.' 

I  said :  '  I  was  sorry  I  could  not  move  on  Saturday, 
or  I  would  have  had  him  out  to  show  his  paces.' 

'You  must  look  him  up,  doctor,  and  tell  me  more 
about  him  ;  and  see  if  he  has  got  his  colours.' 
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'  Oh,  sir ! '  I  said,  '  I  have  inquired,  but  find  he  bolted 
off  the  course  the  next  morning.' 

The  king  was  so  amused  that  I  verily  believe,  had 
the  man  been  still  in  the  town.  His  Majesty  would  have 
asked  him  to  dinner  for  the  fun  of  the  thing,  and  would 
have  reverend-jockeyed  him  and  'trod  on  his  corns  '  all 
dinner  in  face  of  guests  and  servants. 

This  sort  of  thing  had  happened  before. 

A  certain  Dr.  Hopkins,  an  extraordinary  excitable 
little  Irishman,  had  come  to  Hanover.  He  had  been 
an  army  doctor,  and  had  seen  a  good  deal  in  various 
parts  of  the  world,  and  with  a  harmless,  gushing 
exaggeration  natural,  as  is  thought,  to  his  countrymen, 
related  a  great  deal  more  than  he  had  seen,  or  than 
anyone  else  had  seen,  and  his  stories  at  the  table  d'hote 
of  the  British  Hotel  caused  quite  a  commotion  when 
reported  through  the  dull  old  town.  He  came  well  up 
to  the  description  given  the  other  day  in  the  House 
of  Commons  of  one  of  the  present  obstructives — '  He 
seemed  to  get  up  without  knowing  what  he  was  going 
to  say,  to  speak  without  knowing  what  he  Avas  saying, 
and  to  sit  down  without  knowing  what  he  had  said.' 

The  fact  of  the  little  man's  presence  in  Hanover  and 
his  amusing  stories  about  his  army  career  was  reported 
to  the  king,  who  told  the  Hof-Marshal  that,  if  the 
doctor  had  a  uniform,  he  was  to  be  invited  to  dine  at 
the  palace.  He  had  got  his  surgeon's  cocked  hat  and 
feather,  etc.,  and  so  he  duly  appeared.  The  king  was 
in  one  of  his  jocular,  not  to  say  bullying  moods. 

'  Well,  Dr.  Popkins,'  said  the  king. 

'I  beg  your  Majesty's  pardon — Hopkins,'  said  the 
little  man. 
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'  Oh  !  Hopkins,'  said  the  king.  '  AVell,  Dr.  Hopkins, 
I  hear  you  have  seen  men  with  tails,  and  Avith  heads 
under  their  arms.' 

'No,  not  quite  tliat,  your  Majesty;  but  I  hare  seen 
what  would  astonish  many  people,'  and  he  went  off  at 
a  tangent  witii  some  extravagant  story. 

'Stop,  stop  ;  not  so  fast.  Dr.  Pojjkins.' 

*I  beg  your  Majesty's  pardon — Hopkins,  sire.' 

'  AVell,  Dr.  Hopkins-Popkins,  or  Popkins-Hopkins, 
it  s  much  the  same ' 

'  I  beg  your  Majesty's  pardon ;  we  are  the  Hopkins 
of  Bally macrea.  closely  connected  with  the  O'Briens 
and  the  0' — — ■ 

'Ah!  no  doubt,'  interrupted  the  king;  'and  the 
O'Flynns  and  the  O'Flahertys,  and  all  the  lot  of 
til  em,'  etc. 

And  so  the  banter,  not  to  say  baiting,  went  on.  All 
were  in  fits  of  laughter,  but  the  little  man  did  not  see 
it  was  at  him.  AVhen  the  king  had  well  thrashed  out 
the  Hopkinses  and  Popkinses  and  all  the  pedigree,  he 
cut  the  matter  short  by  turning  to  speak  to  the  lady  at 
his  side,  and  this  of  course  shut  up  the  little  doctor. 
The  king  had  seen  and  heard  enough  of  him,  and  never 
addressed  him  again,  and  in  fact  never  saw  him  again, 
nmch  to  the  little  man's  bitter  disappointment ;  for  he 
had  no  idea  that  the  king  and  all  the  company,  who, 
he  thought,  had  only  laughed  with  him,  had  laughed 
at  him. 

He  was  excited  ;  he  was  enchanted  with  his  reception 
at  the  palace,  and  he  immediately  sent  for  his  brotlier, 
another  little  Dr.  Hopkins  Popkins,  who  in  due  coury^e 
arrived    with  his    army-surgeon's  uniform,    and  a  jxa^ 
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nolih  they  were  with  a  vengeance,  'a  pretty  dish  to 
set  before  a  king.' 

Then  a  few  weeks  afterwards  came  the  doctor's  two 
old  maiden  sisters,  and  then  a  first  cousin,  and  then  a 
second  cousin,  to  swell  the  Irish  colony,  all  attracted, 
it  was  believed,  by  the  first  Dr.  Hopkins-Popkins'  report 
of  the  king's  most  gracious  condescension,  and  in  hopes 
of  the  honour  of  similar  invitations  to  dinner.  But 
the  first  Dr.  Hopkins-Popkins  died,  without  any  further 
notice  from  royalty  ;  the  second  Dr.  Hopkins-Popkins 
died  soon  afterwards,  without  any  notice  at  all  being 
taken  of  him.  Dr.  Hopkins-Popkins'  first  sister  died,  and 
his  second  sister  died,  and  his  first  cousin  died,  and  at 
last  only  one  was  left  to  represent  the  Irish  immigrants, 
not  one  of  whom  basked  even  once  in  the  sunshine 
of  royalty. 

The  king  had  his  fun  once,  but  it  was  not  likely  to 
be  repeated.  It  was  believed  the  first,  the  original 
Dr.  Hopkins-Popkins  died  almost  of  a  broken  heart  at 
not  being  invited  to  the  great  balls  and  banquets  at  the 
castle.  He  ventured  to  remonstrate  again  and  again, 
saying  he  had  had  the  great  honour  of  dining  at  a  small 
private  party  at  the  king's  own  table,  surely  he  might 
be  granted  the  lesser  honour  of  being  admitted  with 
the  01  TToWot  to  the  grand  courts.  Poor  man,  he 
thereby  just  'put  his  foot  into  it.'  He  put  the  answer 
to  his  applicationin  to  the  Hof-Marshal's  mouth,  though 
that  excellency  was  quite  sharp  enough  to  have  given  it 
himself. 

The  king  could  do  what  he  pleased  at  his  private 
dinner,  but  His  Majesty  must  keep  to  the  strict 
etiquette   on  grand  occasions   at  the   castle,   and  no 
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persons  were    admitted    there   unless  they    had   been 
previously  presented  at  their  own  court.     Dr.  Hopkins- 
Popkins  and  Co.  had  not  gone  through  this  ordeal  (of 
which  the  Hof-Marshal  had  obtained  due  information), 
and  so,  after  all  the  hopes  that  had  been  raised,  and 
all  the  castles  in  the  air  that  had  been  built,  they  were 
left  out  in  the  cold.     It  was  hard,  no  doubt,  to  be  made 
use  of  merely  as  a  butt  for  wit,  but  His  Majesty  was, 
it  cannot  be  denied,  a  bully,  and  often  amused  himself 
rather  cruelly,    like   the  cat  with    the  mouse,   or,    as 
William  IV.  said,  'treading  upon  other  people's  corns.' 
I  have  seen  good  old  Sir  John  Bligh,  our  minister  at 
the  Court  of  Hanover,  writhing  under  the  king's  sharp 
and  sarcastic   remarks,    particularly  about  the  Whigs 
and  Whig  doings,  and  what  His  Majesty  was  pleased 
to  call  AVhig  delinquencies,   which  Sir  John,  however 
he  would  have  stood  up  for  his  party  in  private,  could 
not  answer  as  he  wished  before  company  and  servants, 
and  about  which,  having  been  in  the  vice,  and  having 
been  screwed  up  again  tighter  and  tighter  in  agony,  he 
used  afterwards  to  speak  in  no  measured  terms,  and 
abuse  His  Majesty  for  what  he    called   cowardice  in 
taking  advantage  of  his  own  position,  and  running  him 
into  a  corner  openly  at  the  dinner-table,  where  he  was 
obliged  to  keep  his  mouth  shut. 

No  doubt  the  bullying  element  often  prevailed,  and 
the  jokes,  though  sometimes  good,  and  conveying 
merited  reproof,  were  still  rather  bad  jokes,  with  sharp, 
not  to  say  cruel,  spite  against  those  who  were  the  butts 
of  them.  For  instance,  I  remember  a  remark  made  at 
dinner  to  an  old  and  very  dirty  nobleman,  high  in  rank 
and  office.     His  house,    by  those  who  had    seen  the 
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inside,  was  said  to  be  the  ne  2:)lus  ultra  of  dust  and 
disorder ;  his  face,  which  was  wrinkled  like  an  old 
walnut,  was  seen,  by  those  who  looked  at  him,  to  be 
grimed  in  by  nothing  less  than  filth.  He  and  all  his 
family  had  been  ill  for  some  time,  and  when  the  disease, 
whatever  it  was,  was  said  to  have  passed  away,  the  old 
count  was  invited  to  dinner.     The  king  said — 

'  Glad  to  see  you  out  again,  count.  It's  something 
to  have  got  a  clean  bill  of  health.  Ich  hore  Sie  haben 
alle  die  Kratze  gehabt  (I  hear  you've  all  had  the 
itch.)' 

No  doubt  this  was  intended  as  a  reproof.  It  could 
not  have  been  pleasant ;  it  was  treading  on  a  corn  with 
a  vengeance  ;  but  the  poor  old  man  had  to  do  as  others 
did,  grin  and  bear  it. 

I  remember  another  case,  in  which  the  reproof  was 
quaint  and  characteristic,  and  certainly  well  deserved. 
We  had  a  young  lady  at  court,  a  fine,  handsome  girl, 
merry  and  light-hearted,  and  of  what  is  called  a  larking 
disposition.  I  do  not  believe  there  was  any  harm  in 
her,  nor  real  evil  intended,  but  she  certainly  laid  herself 
open  to  remarks  by  meeting,  early  in  the  morning,  a 
certain  elderly  count,  of  supposed  dissolute  morals  and 
questionable  character,  in  the  secluded  avenues  and 
l^rivate  summer-houses  of  Herrenhausen.  This  had 
been  seen  by  gardeners,  and  had  been  generally  re- 
ported, and  spread  like  wildfire  among  the  notorious 
gossips  of  the  place.  One  or  two  ladies  especially, 
with  whose  reputation  the  world  did  not  deal  very 
gently,  though  their  flirtations  were  not  carried  on 
in  the  light  of  day  and  in  open  garden,  allowed  their 
tongues  to  wag  the  loudest,  and  certainly  the  hue  and  cry 
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was  great.  Tlic  mother  (one  of  our  own  countrywomen) 
and  daughter  went  off  to  Enghxnd  for  the  winter, 
whether  to  escape  and  allow  the  breeze  to  blow  over,  I 
know  not ;  but,  if  they  had  such  hope,  they  made 
a  great  mistake,  for  absence  only  added  fuel  to  the 
flame.  Kind  friends  had  no  doubt  in  their  own  minds 
Avliat  the  trip  to  England  was  intended  to  conceal. 

The  head  of  the  Protestant  convent  to  which  the 
young  lady  belonged  was  one  of  the  foremost  to  listen 
to  the  evil  reports,  and  in  fact,  without  due  investiga- 
tion, to  take  the  worst  for  granted,  and  on  the 
assumption  that  the  young  '  chanoinesse '  had  broken 
the  vow  of  chastity — for  which,  if  fame  spoke  rightly, 
the  convent  in  former  times,  with  the  abbess  at  the 
head,  had  not  been  unquestioncibly  distinguished — wrote 
her  a  stinging  letter  of  severe  denunciation,  and  forbade 
her  ever  to  come  near  the  convent  again ;  but,  if  this 
judgment  were  submissively  accepted,  nothing  more 
was  to  be  said,  the  scandal  was  to  be  hushed  up,  and 
the  supposed  offender,  though  outlawed,  as  it  Avere, 
was  still  to  draw  her  modest  salary  in  any  secluded 
place  where  she  might  choose  to  hide  her  diminished 
head.  This  undoubtedly  was  an  unjust,  a  cruel  and 
crushing  blow  to  deal,  Avithout  any  strict  investigation 
of  a  wild  report. 

Upon  receipt  of  the  abbess's  letter,  mother  and 
daughter  immediately  left  England,  to  meet  the  im- 
putation in  person,  but  the  stiff  old  saintly  superior  of 
the  convent  would  not  grant  an  intervicAv.  ^Yhat  she 
had  written,  she  had  Avritten,  and  she  Avould  not  retract. 
Former  friends  also,  on  all  sides,  turned  cold  shoulders 
and  wondered  at  the  effrontery  of  the  girl  coming  back 
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to  brazen  out  her  supposed  delinquency.  The  mother — 
Avho  always  attended  my  service  in  the  palace — came 
to  me  with  her  bitter  and  indignant  complaint.  Would 
I  be  kind  enough  to  write,  first,  to  the  lodging-house- 
keeper at  Dover,  to  ask  whether,  from  the  day  of  her 
arrival  to  the  day  of  her  departure,  her  daughter  had 
ever  had  a  doctor  in  the  house,  or  had  suffered  from 
any  illness  at  all ;  and  secondly,  to  the  clergyman,  with 
whose  family  she  had  been  intimately  acquainted,  to 
know  if  he  had  ever  missed  her  from  church  from  such 
a  date  to  such  a  date,  comprising  the  whole  time  of  her 
residence  at  Dover. 

Both  answers  were  highly  satisfactory.  Would  I  be 
kind  enough  to  take  and  read  them  to  the  king  ?  Of 
course  I  acquiesced ;  and  His  Majesty  heard  me  very 
patiently,  and  entered  into  the  subject  very  kindly. 
He  then  sent  for  his  private  secretary,  and  dictated 
a  letter  to  the  lady  abbess,  and  ordered  one  of  Jiis 
body-guard  to  be  specially  despatched  and  to  time  liis 
arrival  at  the  convent — some  twenty  miles  from  Hanover 
— about  three  o'clock  in  the  morning.  The  hussar 
arrived.  The  old  bell  was  rung.  The  sleeping  virgins 
were  aroused.  A  despatch  from  the  king !  A  special 
messenger  at  three  in  the  morning ! 

Down  came  the  abbess ;  down  came  all  the  fluttering 
maidens — in  dresses,  or  undresses,  such  as  man  had 
never  seen,  nor  probably  could  have  conceived.  All 
assembled  in  the  refectory  in  solemn  conclave.  The 
despatch  was  brought  in ;  the  royal  seal  was  broken. 
The  lady  abbess,  in  her  flurry,  had  forgotten  her 
spectacles,  and  handed  it  to  a  young  '  nun '  to  read  • 
and  it  was  to  the  following  effect : 
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'  The  king  had  heard  of  a  certain  letter,  written  by 

the  lady  superior  to  Chanoinesse  de  ,  announcing 

a  harsh  judgment  without  due  investigation.  He  hini- 
t>elf  had  made  that  investigation,  and  had  satisfied 
himself  that  the  report  was  unfounded,  and  consequently 
the  judgment  unjust.  The  king  could  not  but  express 
his  wonder  and  extreme  disapproval  of  the  conduct  of 
the  lady  abbess,  and  he  ventured  to  give  her  "High 
Worthiness"  a  piece  of  advice — never  to  jump  to 
conclusions,  particularly  if  they  were  unfavourable, 
and  not  to  believe  all  she  heard.  He  was  an  old 
man,  and  had  seen  a  good  deal  of  the  Avorld ;  he  had 
heard  as  much  as  most  men  of  good  and  evil  reports, 
and  he  had  always  made  it  a  rule  never  to  believe 
more  than  half  that  he  heard.  For  instance,  if  any- 
one had  told  him  the  abbess  of had  had  twins, 

lie  should  only  have  believed  half! 

'  (Signed,) 

'  Ernst.' 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A   CURIOUS    SCENE — REPROOF    TO    COUNT EESIGNATIONS — 

REPROOF  TO  MINISTER  BARON  VON 'AN  OLD  CHEESE- 
MONGER'— TREADING  ON  A  LADYS  CORN — ABSTEMIOUSNESS 
OF  THE  KING — HIS  MAJESTY'S  IDEA  OF  HYGIENE — HIS 
majesty's  dislike  of  MEDICINE — '  PUT  IT  IN  THE  CUP- 
BOARD ' — THE   DOCTORS   EXPOSED— THE   GARRISON   CHAPLAIN. 

A  CURIOUS  scene  once  occurred,  where  a  reproof  was 
conveyed  in  a  characteristic  way,  and  though  perhaps 
it  was  deserved,  and  was  in  some  measure  amusing,  no 
one  could  help  feeling  for  the  pain  that  was  evidently 
given  to  the  kind,  dignified  old  Grand-Marshal  of  the 
Court.  A  ball  was  over.  The  band  had  played  '  God 
save  the  King,'  and  had  departed.  The  general  com- 
pany vanished  as  fast  as  they  could  get  their  carriages. 
The  old  king  remained  seated  on  a  sofa  at  the  end  of 
the  ball-room,  between  two  of  his  favourite  ladies  ;  and, 
swaying  from  side  to  side,  seemed  to  enjoy  the  jokes 
and  repartees  which  each  charmer  vied  with  the  other 
in  favouring  the  royal  ear.  His  Majesty  forgot  how 
time  was  passing.  The  room  became  more  and  more 
empty,  till  at  last  only  some  ten  to  twenty  persons — 
immediately  connected  with  the  court — were  left.     The 
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old,  gouty  Grand-Marshal  seemed  to  think  he  might 
sneak  away  unpereeived  to  his  coveted  bed,  seeing 
that  there  were  sun(h-y  chamberlains  and  aides-de-camp 
at  hand  to  escort  His  Majesty  to  his  carriage,  and  he 
gradually  and  slowly  backed  step  by  step  to  the  end  of 
the  room,  and  vanished. 

Whether  one  of  the  fair  dames  saw  the  manoeuvre, 
and,  with  thoughtless  malice,  reported  it  as  a  joke,  or 
whether  the  king's  own  one  piercing  eye  detected 
this — as  he  did  many  other  little  peccadilloes — I  do 
not  presume  to  say,  though  I  have  my  own  opinion  ; 
but  the  result  was  that,  after  time  had  been  given 
for  the  count's  carriage  to  be  driven  away,  His  jNIajesty, 
looking  round,  said  to  his  aide-de-camp, 

'Where's V 

The  question  was  quickly  passed  from  man  to  man 
to  the  attendants  at  the  door,  and  the  answer  came 
back, 

'  His  excellency  is  gone  home.' 

'Send  for  him,'  said  the  king,  and  turned,  with 
evident  but  somewhat  concealed  glee,  to  his  lively 
ladies ;  and  on  went  the  jokes  as  if  the  time  of  the 
small  hours  was  quite  forgotten. 

Poor  old  gentleman!  Report  said  his  excellency 
Avas  undressed,  if  not  in  bed,  when  the  royal  messenger 
arrived.  Of  course  he  saw  he  had  committed  a  terrible 
breach  of  etiquette,  but  he  scorned  to  send  the  only 
possible  excuse  that  he  was  ill,  which  would  have  been 
an  untruth.  So  there  was  nothing  left  but  to  get  back 
to  duty  as  fast  as  he  could. 

The  carriage  was  ordered  out  again,  his  clothes  were 
quickly  slipped  on,  and  he  drove  furiously  back  to  the 
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palace,  and  came  puffing  and  blowing  u})  the  long  ball- 
room, and  made  his  bow  to  the  king.  His  Majesty  got 
up,  merely  said,  ' Gute  ISTacht '  (goodnight),  and,  bow- 
ing to  each  of  the  ladies,  followed  his  Grand-Marshal 
to  the  door,  and,  without  another  word,  got  into  his 
carriage  and  drove  home. 

The  count  sent  in  his  resignation  the  next  morning, 
which  AA'as  accej^ted.  The  countess,  who  was  mistress 
of  the  robes,  sent  in  her  resignation,  which  was  accepted, 
and  one  of  the  lively  ladies  Avas  installed  in  her  ex- 
cellency's place ! 

I  heard  with  my  own  ears  another  remark,  evidently 
intended  as  a  rebuke,  and  certainly  not  a  very  courteous 
one.  The  incident  occurred  at  a  ball  given  to  the  king 
and  all  the  court  circle  by  the  Austrian  minister. 

There  Avas  a  curious  etiquette.  If  a  minister  sent  to 
the  king  to  say  he  loislied  to  give  a  ball,  that  he 
ventured  to  hope  the  king  would  honour  him,  and  he 
begged  His  Majesty  to  fix  the  day,  then  invitations 
were  sent  out  with  the  notice  that  all  were  to  be  in  full 
uniform  or  court  dress.  If  a  minister  sent  to  the  king 
to  say  he  iLms  (joing  to  give  a  ball  on  a  certain  day,  and 
that  he  ventured  to  hope  His  Majesty  would  honour 
him,  then  it  Avas  specially  noted  on  the  invitation-card 
that  there  Avas  to  be  no  court  uniform,  and  all  came  in 
plain  evening-dress  Avith  tlieir  orders  and  ribbons. 

His  Majesty  appeared  in  plain  suit  of  black  Avith 
knee  breeches  and  silk  stockings  and  buckles,  with  the 
broad  ribbon  and  star  on  his  breast,  jewelled  garter  on 
his  leg,  and  chapeaubras  under  his  arm,  looking  the 
picture  of  a  dignified  nobleman,  and  every  inch  a  king. 
One  of  His  Majesty's  ministers  Avas  there  in  a  very 
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dingy  suit  of  black,  long  trousers  and  badly-clcancd 
boots  and  a  shocking  bad,  tall  rough  hat  in  his  hand, 
looking  by  comparison  most  disreputable.  The  king, 
who  Avas  accustomed  to  address  a  few  words  to  each  of 
the  grandees  as  he  Avent  down  the  line,  merely  said, 
'  What  do  you  come  in  such  a  dress  and  Avith  such  a 
hat  as  that  for  ?  You  look  like  an  old  cheesemonger ! ' 
(ein  alter  Kiisekaufman).  The  minister  boAved,  did  not 
say  a  Avord,  and  did  not  resign  the  next  morning. 

The  next  corn  was  that  of  a  lady.  Tread  on  a  lady's 
corn  Avith  malice  prepense!  0  tempora,  0  mores' 
But  wait  a  bit  and  hear  the  story  out. 

The  person  in  question  was  of  high  rank,  of  tall  and 
commanding  figure,  but  passee,  decidedly  passee,  for 
she  Avas  far  into  the  fifties,  and  had  notoriously  led  a 
hard  life.  She  had  not  a  vestige  of  beauty,  if  she  ever 
had  any,  and  the  delicate  handling  of  the  Madame 
Rachel  of  the  day  had  ceased  to  have  any  eifect  upon 
the  faded  'tang'  (as  the  Germans  called  it,  -teint'), 
Avhich  Avas  terribly  exposed  before  and  behind  on  very 
decollet^es  shoulders  and  bosom.  But  her  spirit  of 
enjoying  life  never  flagged,  and  she  still  aped  not  only 
the  lively  Avife,  but  the  blooming  young  maiden. 

If  not  only  half  but  even  a  tithe  of  Avhat  one  heard 
was  true,  there  was  a  long  bill  against  her  character. 
One  might  suppose  she  was  a  great  admirer  of  the 
Empress  Catherine  of  Russia. 

Ladies,  ladies,  I  am  afraid  you  are  often  inconsistent. 
You  Avould  cold-shoulder  and  cA^en  crush  a  young  girl 
for  an  evil  report,  and  you  would  bear  with  and  even 
court  a  high  personage  Avhose  open,  unblushing  im- 
morality Avas  the  talk  of  the  Avhole  town ;  but  the  one 
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was  only  a  girl  in  a  modest  lodging,  whose  widowed 
mother  Avas  hardly  able  to  keep  her  head  above  water, 
and  no  doubt  had  to  contend  with  bitter  ^penmy,  in 
order  to  make  any  appearance  at  court,  to^hich  her 
late  husband's  official  rank  and  family  title  gave  her 
the  cnMc ;  and  the  other  was  a  lady  of  noble  birth  and 
high  position,  who  had  a  large  house  and  affluent 
means,  and  gave  grand  entertainments,  to  which  all  the 
haute  voUe  were  glad  to  receive  invitations. 

One  evening  there  was  a  grand  court  and  ball  at  the 
castle.  The  ladies  were  arranged  according  to  their 
rank,  and  it  was  always  most  amusing  to  watch  them 
as  the  old  king  came  down  the  line.  Some  stood  stiff 
as  pokers,  all  military  attention,  and  salute,  which  they 
had  learnt  from  their  husbands  ;  some  smiled  languish- 
ingly,  in  hopes  (generally  vain  in  these  cases)  of  being 
honoured  with  a  few  words  from  royal  lips ;  some 
'grinned  horribly  a  ghastly  smile,'  in  actual  terror  of 
the  king  saying  anything  to  them,  which  they  felt  they 
Avould  not  know  how  to  answer ;  some  actually  wriggled 
in  their  nervousness,  and  trembled  before  the  great 
man,  who,  they  knew,  could  be  a  great  bully  if  he  was 
in  such  humour,  or  bad  humour,  and  saw  anything  to 
find  fault  with ;  some  bowed  down  like  Turks  as  the 
king  passed,  as  if  it  was  a  sin  to  look  upon  royalty ; 
some  drew  themselves  up  motionless  as  statues,  or 
as  the  large,  white  porcelain  stoves  so  common  in  the 
palace. 

This  did  that  evening  the  Avould-be-young  old  lady  in 
question,  who  was  dressed  as  a  girl — all  in  pure  bridal 
white. 

The  old  king  came  down  the  ranks,  with  his  hands  in 
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his  pockets — as  Avas  his  wont — bending  and  spying 
with  his  one  eye,  pretending  to  be  very  blind,  but 
really  seeing  everything  that  was  wrong,  whether  it  was 
a  button  on  or  off  an  officer's  uniform,  or  an  unsuitable 
dress  in  Avhieli  an  old  woman  was  making  a  fool  of 
herself 

His  Majesty,  as  he  went  along,  spoke  a  few  words 
here  and  there  to  some  favoured  lady,  but  when  he 
came  to  this  great  white  figure,  drawn  up  stiff  and 
motionless,  he  bent  his  piercing  one  eye  forward, 
satisfied  himself  that  it  was  the  white  porcelain  stove, 
and,  veering  round,  turned  towards  it  that  part  of  his 
body  which  an  Englishman  is  said  never  to  expose  to 
friend  or  foe,  and  deliberately  pretended  to  warm 
himself.*  It  is  possible,  of  course,  that,  purblind  as 
he  was,  he  might  have  been  mistaken  ;  but  the  general 
idea  of  the  good,  or  ill,  natured  world  was  (and  I  must 
say  I  fully  inclined  to  go  with  them)  that  it  was  the 
old  man's  humorous  way  (His  Majesty  always  had  a 
high  sense  of  the  ridiculous)  of  conveying  reproof  to 
the  old  Tonec — if  I  may  use  the  term  to  a  lady — for 
her  extreme  inconsistency,  not  to  say  her  unbecoming 
indecency,  in  assuming  the  pure  white  attire  of  a 
vestal  virgin.  It  was  a  corn,  and  His  Majesty  trod 
on  it. 

The   next   was   a   case   of  corn,    but   a   little    one. 


*  This  seems  to  have  been  royal  manner.^  in  the  last  generation, 
for  I  read  in  Lord  Albemarle's  Jfemoirs  that  '  the  first  gentleman 
in  Europe,'  having  invited — not  to  say  commanded — Lady  de 
Clifford  to  a  party  at  Carlton  House — in  order  to  show  his  dis- 
approval of  something  she  had  done — deliberately  turned  his 
back  upon  her  when  he  went  down  tlie  line,  and  addressed  several 
of  the  other  guests. 
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Perhaps  some  would  say  it  "was  a  mere  joke,  and 
not  a  bad  one ;  but  I  fancy  the  butts  found  it 
Corn — ish.  The  king  had  peculiar  ideas  of  hygiene, 
not  quite  in  accordance  with  the  authority  that  speaks 
of  '  all  the  ills  that  flesh  is  heir  to,'  nor  the  far 
higher  authority  that  speaks  of  original  sin  and 
corrupt  nature. 

His  Majesty  seemed  to  think  the  normal  state  was 
health,  and  the  ills  were  brought  on  by  imprudence 
and  excess,  and  that  chiefly  in  eating  and  drinking ; 
and  so  his  cure,  in  ordinary  cases,  was  '  Starve,  starve, 
put  the  muzzle  on,  and  let  Xature  restore  herself 

The  king  was  very  abstemious.  He  had  his  cup  of 
tea  and  toast  in  the  morning  before  he  got  up.  At  one 
o'clock  he  dined,  day  after  day,  upon  one  or  at  most 
two  mutton  chops.  I  remember,  before  the  railway 
was  open,  when  a  special  courier  was  sent  to  England 
the  first  week  in  every  month,  there  was  a  general  order 
for  him  to  bring  the  joint  of  beef,  with  the  underside, 
cooked  at  an  open  English  fireplace.  'The  Germans 
spoilt  their  meat,'  the  king  said,  'in  their  closed  stoves. 
The  sodden  stuff"  was  nothing  like  English  roast  beef.' 
(By  the  way,  it  is  curious  that  almost  everyone  now  has 
taken  to  the  German  range,  and  the  joints  are  really 
baked,  and  not  roasted.) 

His  Majesty  used  to  dine  for  a  week  together  upon 
a  slice  or  two  of  this  cold  meat  that  had  been  cooked 
in  England.  Then  at  five  he  received  his  guests,  and 
took  some  light  '  plat,'  perhaps  some  oysters  and  some 
jelly,  with  a  glass  or  two  of  champagne,  A  cup  of  tea, 
with  a  biscuit,  in  the  evening  completed  the  day's 
repast.      His   Majesty   was   a   good   specimen   of   his 
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system ;  when  far  past  his  three-score  years  and  ten, 
he  was  hale  and  licarty,  strong  and  wiry,  though  very 
thin,  and  able  to  take  long  exercise  on  horseback.  He 
was  very  erect,  though  that  may  have  been  chiefly  from 
many  yards  of  muslin  by  which  his  body  Avas  supported, 
and  many  rolls  of  silk  round  his  neck.  His  teeth  to 
the  end  were  beautiful  and  sound,  one  of  the  surest 
signs  of  health  in  an  old  man.  His  intellect  was  clear 
and  vigorous,  and  his  wits  were  sharp,  very  sharp,  of 
which  I  think  I  have  already  given  many  proofs. 

The  doctors — or,  at  least,  one  of  them — came  every 
morning  to  feel  His  ^Majesty's  pulse,  as  was  their  duty, 
for  which  they  were  paid.  They  prescribed  if  they 
thought  it  necessary,  but  their  prescriptions  were  little 
heeded.  The  king  let  them  have  their  own  way,  and 
took  his.  'Put  it  in  the  cupboard,'  was  the  order  when 
any  physic  came. 

Once  His  Majesty  was  ill  for  several  weeks,  really  ill, 
seriously  at  his  age.  The  doctors  came,  of  course, 
every  day,  sometimes  twice  or  more,  and  they  pre- 
scribed as  usual.  Anyone  who  has  been  ill  for  any 
length  of  time,  and  has  been  attended  in  an  ordinary 
way  once  or  twice  a  day  by  one  doctor,  will  know  what 
various  medicines  are  prescribed,  and  changed  again 
and  again  under  each  phase  of  the  disease,  and  he 
would,  I  believe,  be  astounded  to  see  all  the  medicine 
he  had  drunk  during  his  illness.  Anyone  may  then 
conceive  what  a  quantity  was  likely  to  be  ordered,  and 
what  changes  were  likely  to  be  rung  by  a  bevy  of 
doctors,  with  such  a  precious  personage  as  a  king 
for  a  patient. 

As  any  bottle  or  powder  was  brought,  His  Majesty 


80  '  ruT  IT  IN  THE  cupboard: 

said,  '  Put  it  in  the  cupboard  ; '  and  again  and  again  it 
was,  'Put  it  in  the  cu^jboard.'  Not  one  drop  was 
touched.  Starving  and  patience  were  the  only  remedies 
resorted  to. 

At  Last  His  Majest}^  got  his  good  turn,  and  began  to 
feel  he  could  eat  again  with  a  relish,  and  by  degrees 
Nature  flung  off  the  disorder,  whatever  it  was,  which 
had  run  its  course.  His  Majesty  was  up  and  dressed 
early  and  at  business. 

'  Get  all  those  bottles,  powders,  and  pill-boxes  out  of 
the  cupboards,'  he  said,  'and  range  them  in  a  row 
round  the  room.' 

It  was  a  very  small  room,  and  they  almost  made 
a  circle  round  the  Avails. 

The  doctors  came  in  smirking  and  smiling,  and 
congratulated  the  king  upon  being  \i\)  again,  and 
looking  so  well. 

'  Yes,  doctors,'  said  His  Majesty,  'thank  God  it  is  so. 
But  look  there^-count  it  up  ;  don't  you  think,  if  I  liad 

drunk  all  that  d d  stuff,  I  should  have  been  dead 

lonw  asfo  ? ' 


CHAPTER  X. 

AN  AMUSING  SCENE— THE  GARRISON  CHAPLAIN — 'THERE,  THERE, 
THAT  IS  enough' — THE  DEAR  OLD  MISTRESS  OF  THE  ROBES 
— AS  GOOD  AS  A  COMEDY — PRESENTATION  OP  NKW-BORY 
PRINCE — CONSUMMATE  ACTING  OF  COURTLY  ETIQUETTE — THE 
POMPOUS  BUT  NERVOUS  OLD  HERR  BARON — •'  COME  A  LITTLE 
nearer' — THE  DUKE  OF  ALTENBURG — '  YOtJ  DON'T  GET  THAT 
EVERY  DAY  AT  HOME  '— '  SCHILLER  AND  GOETHE ' — THE 
BOHEMIAN  KAMMERDIENER — '  BYGONES  SHOULD  BE  BYGONES.' 

I  EEMEMBER  witnessing  an  amusing  scene,  and  the 
butt  of  the  joke  was  the  garrison  chaplain;  but,  as  he 
brought  it  all  upon  himself,  I  must  confess  I  joined — I 
could  not  help  it — in  the  general  laugh  against  my 
clerical  brother. 

New  colours  were  to  be  blessed  and  presented  to  a 
certain  gallant  old  regiment.  The  king  sent  his  aide- 
de-camp  the  day  before  to  warn  the  chaplain  that  he 
was  not  to  hold  a  long  service.  'Soldiers  did  not 
like  a  long-winded  oration,  nor  did  His  Majesty.' 
Carriages  were  drawn  up  on  all  sides  with  fair  ladies, 
anxious  to  hear  and  see  the  sight. 

The  king  arrived  with  a  brilliant  staff.  The  band 
played  the  national  anthem ;  all  was  attention.  The 
excited  little  chaplain  broke  forth  in  a  torrent  of  most 

a 


82  A  STIFF  OLD  LADY. 

fulsome  flattery  of  the  king  (the  last  thing  he  approved 
of),  and  then,  with  fervid  eloquence,  began  to  inculcate 
devotion  and  loyalty  upon  the  soldiers.  After  he  had 
run  on  in  this  way  shouting,  hallooing,  and  gesticulating 
for  about  five  minutes,  'Da,  da,  das  ist  genug,'  (There, 
there,  that  is  enough),  said  the  king,  nodding  his  head. 

Not  a  bit  of  it.  You  might  as  well  have  tried  to 
stop  the  steady  stream  of  lava  out  of  a  burning  crater. 
The  king  became  more  and  more  impatient.  '  Das  ist 
genug,  das  ist  genug,'  came  out  again  ;  but,  when  it  was 
not  heeded,  the  king  actually  turned  his  horse's  tail  to 
the  speaker  and  rode  away  with  his  whole  staff,  leaving 
the  little  man  in  the  midst  of  his  impassioned  harangue. 
Long-windedness  was  his  corn,  and  His  Majesty  trod 
upon  it. 

There  Avas  an  old  lady  at  court  crumpled  up  with 
corns  of  stiffness  and  propriety,  and  from  her  the  king 
often  got  a  rise  for  the  amusement  of  his  company. 
One  evening— when  the  ladies  had  passed  into  the 
drawing-room  for  coffee,  and  sat,  as  they  were  ac- 
customed at  a  small  party,  on  sofas  on  each  side  of 
the  king,  who,  if  in  good  humour,  kept  them  all  in  play 
while  the  gentlemen  stood  around  to  listen  and  to 
laugh — the  name  of  a  person  higli  in  rank,  but  a 
terrible  mauvais  sujet,  was  brought  upon  the  tapis. 

'In  the  society  of  ladies,'  said  the  king,  very  slowly, 
'  I  would  not  say  what  I  might  otherwise  be  inclined  to 
say  of  that  gentleman ;  but  this  much  will  I  say,'  and 
out  came  in  loud  tones  an  expression  in  German  some- 
what equivalent  to — 'A  cursed  confounded  son  of  a 
sea-cook '  The  stiff  old  lady  jumped  as  if  the  worst 
corn  on  her  foot  had  been  trodden  on. 
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The  dear  old  mistress  of  the  robes  belonged  to  what 
was  called  the  pictcst  party,  and  was  a  great  friend 
and  follower  of  their  noted  leader,  Pastor  Petri.  She 
probably  Avas  the  only  one  about  the  king  who  'went 
on  a  Sunday  to  church  twice  a  day.'  There  was  no 
question  about  her  sincerity,  and  the  king,  I  am  sure, 
had  a  real  respect  for  her  and  her  quiet  and  unostenta- 
tious mcthodism  ;  and  so,  though  she  came  in  now  and 
then  for  some  jocular  banter  which  she  knew  well  how  to 
take  and  answer,  she  never  came  in  for  the — almost  I 
may  say — malicious  satisfaction  with  which  His  Majesty 
launched  his  jokes  and  trod  on  the  corns  of  those 
who,  for  their  peculiarities,  really  laid  themselves  open 
to  rebuke. 

I  shall  never  forget  a  scene  that  I  witnessed,  which 
w^as  as  good  as  a  comedy  that  had  been  rehearsed 
beforehand,  and  carried  out  by  Farren  and  Mrs.  Glover. 
The  birth  of  a  prince  royal  had  just  been  announced 
by  the  firing  of  guns  and  ringing  of  bells  in  all  the 
churches  of  the  capital. 

I  had  the  honour  to  be  summoned  to  the  little  court 
that  was  immediately  held  on  this  occasion  when  the 
new-born  heir  to  the  Guelphic  throne  was  to  be 
formally  presented  to  the  reigning  Sovereign  and  his 
ministers. 

The  circle  was  drawn  up.  The  Mrs.  Lilly  of  the  day 
entered,  carrying  the  precious  treasure  on  a  magnificent 
velvet  cushion  trimmed  with  the  richest  Brussels  lace, 
which  even  a  gentleman's  eye  could  appreciate  and 
admire.  Over  it  was  thrown  a  veil  of  the  same  beauti- 
ful texture.  Tlie  whole  apparatus — if  I  may  so  call 
it — w^as   handed   to   the  mistress   of    the   robes,    who 
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approached  the  king,  and,  bending  her  knee  in  due 
obeisance,  said,  'She  had  the  honour,  by  command 
of  the  royal  mother,  to  present  the  new-born  prince 
to  His  Majesty.'  The  old  king  peered  with  his  one 
eye  in  intense  interest  over  the  sleeping  babe.  The 
sex,  though  proclaimed,  must  be  tested. 

His  Majesty  raised  the  lace  veil,  lifted  up  the 
gorgeous  mantle,  and  with  the  words,  'Sehen  ist 
glauben,  gnadige  Frau,'  (Seeing  is  believing,  gracious 
lady),  satisfied  himself  upon  the  important  point ;  and, 
still  holding  up  the  dress,  he  bowed  to  his  ministers, 
who  stepped  forward  and  bowed  their  satisfaction,  and 
then — the  curtain  dropped.  The  Avhole  scene,  the 
dignified  comportment  of  the  king,  the  stiff  acqui- 
escence of  the  ministers,  the  twinkle  of  the  old  man's 
eye  toAvards  the  mistress  of  the  robes,  and  the  semi- 
abashed  modesty  and  the  semi-risibility  with  which  the 
good  old  grandmother  did  her  part,  was  a  piece  of 
consummate  acting  of  courtly  etiquette. 

Shyness,  painful  shyness  was  a  corn  on  the  toe  of  a 
person  of  very  high  rank,  who  from  age  or  position  had 
to  head  a  deputation,  and  make  a  congratulatory  speech 
at  a  small  reception  iu  the  presence  of  the  inner  circle 
of  the  court  on  the  morning  of  the  king's  birthday. 

The  old  man,  no  doubt,  had  worked  hard,  and  got 
his  speech  up  by  heart ;  and  he  threw  off  most  boldly 
and  fluently  immediately  he  got  into  the  room,  standing 
close  to  the  door, 

' Most  gracious  of  all  lords,  grand  and  most  mighty 
of  all,  lord  and  king ! ' 

'  Come  a  little  nearer.'  said  the  king ;  and  the  old 
man  advanced  a  yard,  and  began  again  those   same 
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■words — mostblasphemouSjtomy  idea — which  always  form 
the  commencement  of  every  address  to  the  Sovereign. 

He  got  through  this,  and  half  a  sentence  more,  when 
the  king  said, 

'You  must  speak  louder,  for  I  am  deaf 

Poor  old  fellow !  This  quite  upset  him,  and  evidently 
took  away  all  his  memory.  He  hummed  and  hawed, 
and  could  not  go  on,  though  he  had  got  his  speech  in 
his  hat,  which  he  held  before  him,  and  into  which  he 
threw  furtive  glances. 

We  could  see  plainly  what  the  case  was  from  where 
we  stood,  and  so,  no  doubt,  did  the  king ;  for  I  saw  His 
Majesty  go  nearer  and  nearer,  on  pretence  of  being 
deaf,  and  he  peeped  sideways  over  the  hat  with  his 
one  eye,  and  evidently  saw  what  was  there ;  and  then 
bullied  the  nervous  old  man  more  and  more,  till  he  was 
completely  stumped  up,  and  at  last  he  pulled  the 
speech  out  of  his  hat  and  fairly  read  it  off.  Poor  old 
dignitary!  he  writhed  at  having  his  corn  trod  upon, 
but  the  king  enjoyed  the  joke,  and  chuckled  afterwards 
— as  I  heard  from  his  aide-de-camp — at  the  way  in 
which  he  disconcerted  the  pompous  but  nervous  old 
Herr  Baron. 

I  remember  a  remark,  made  once  openly  and  loudly 
at  dinner,  on  one  of  those  days  when  the  company  was 
small,  about  twelve  persons  at  a  round  table,  and  so 
every  word  spoken  was  plainly  heard  by  guests  and 
servants.  The  Duke  of  Altenburg,  father  of  the  Crown 
Princess,  sat  nearly  opposite  the  king.  During  a  pause, 
His  ^Majesty  called  across  the  table, 

'Joseph,  a  glass  of  champagne— you  don't  get  that 
every  day  at  home.' 
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The  duke  had  been  a  reigning  sovereign,  but  had 
abdicated  in  favour  of  his  nephew,  and  was  now  living 
in  a  very  poor  way.  No  doubt  the  king's  remark  was 
true,  but  it  couhl  not  be  pleasant.  It  was  a  corn  that 
was  trodden  on. 

By  the  way,  the  Duke  of  Altenburg  had  a  'squint 
terrific '  {er  schieltc),  and  he  had  an  aide-de-camp 
whose  name  was  Kothe,  and  His  Majesty  was  said  to 
have  christened  them  '  Schiller  and  Goethe  ; '  but  I  do 
not  say  there  was  any  harm  or  insult  in  this.  It  was 
good  and  witty.  The  other  remark  was  neither  good 
nor  witty,  and  certainly  insulting.  In  fact,  one  may 
almost  say  it  was  '  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all '  to 
remind  any  one  of  his  reduced  circumstances. 

Those  always  got  on  best  with  the  king,  high  or  low, 
who  were  not  afraid  of  him,  and  had  an  answer  ready. 
He  had  one  curious  little  Kammer-diener  about  his 
person.  I  think  he  was  a  Bohemian.  He  was  most 
useful,  for  he  had  passed  his  apprenticeship  as  a  dentist 
and  a  barber ;  and  so,  among  other  duties,  took  care 
of  the  beautiful  teeth,  of  which  His  Majesty  was  very 
proud,  and  shaved  his  august  master  every  morning. 
He  was  most  useful,  in  fact,  in  his  way,  indispensable, 
and  he  knew  it  and  took  advantage  of  it.  If  the  king 
was  irritable,  he  was  irritable  also,  and  always  had  an 
answer  ready,  and  sometimes  not  a  very  respectful  one. 
For  what  seemed  impertinence,  he  had  been  dismissed 
two  or  three  times  in  no  measured  terms  from  the  royal 
service ;  but  he  had  no  idea  of  going.  He  knew  he 
had  a  good  place,  and  that  His  Majesty  could  not  do 
without  him.  So,  in  spite  of  the  evening's  altercation, 
he  always  appeared  at  His  Majesty's  dressing-table  the 
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next  morning  at  the  usual  time,  and  pursued  his  rcguhir 
work  as  if  nothing  extraordinary  had  taken  place — 
neither  he  nor  his  royal  master  made  any  reference  to 
the  past.  It  was  quite  understood  between  them  that 
'bygones  should  be  bygones.' 

I  think  he  had  been  seventeen  years  with  the  king, 
when  something  displeased  His  Majesty,  who  seemed 
that  morning  to  have  got  out  of  bed  the  wrong  way. 

*  What  the  devil  are  you  doing  there  ? '  said  the  king- 
'  You're  a  fool,  K ;  you're  a  damned  fool ! ' 

'Yes,  your  Majesty,'  answered  K ,  sharply.     'I 

am  a  fool — I  know  I  am  a  fool,  and  a  d d  fool  ; 

and  if  I  hadn't  been  a  fool,  and  a  d d  fool,  I  never 

should  have  been  so  long  with  your  Majesty.' 

They  both  had  their  say,  and  His  Majesty  was  beaten 
for  once.  Xo  warning  was  given  ;  the  dressing  was 
concluded  in  silence,  and  the  little  Bohemian  appeared 
as  usual  the  next  morning. 

The  fact  was,  he  knew  every  in  and  out  of  his  august 
master's  intricate  toilette,  every  drop  of  wash  required 
— not  for  the  hair,  for  His  Majesty's  head  was  as  bald 
as  a  coot — but  for  every  curl  of  the  '  soigne '  whisker  ;  he 
knew  every  grain  of  powder  necessary  for  the  polish  of 
the  splendid  old  teeth  ;  he  knew  every  turn  of  the  tune 
to  which  His  Majesty  always  carried  on  his  washing, 
and,  when  the  '  refrain '  was  over  and  the  second  part 
was  near,  he  was  ready  with  the  soft,  well-aired,  rough 
towel  to  do  his  work  ;  he  knew  how  to  roll  the  three 
yards  of  silk  comfortably  round  the  neck  to  keep  the 
head  up,  and  the  nine  yards  of  muslin  round  the  waist 
to  hold  the  old  limbs  together  ;  and,  indeed,  if  evil,  he 
was  an  indispensable  evil,  and  I  am  not  sure  whether 
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the  morning  strife  of  tongues  was  not  a  pleasant,  or,  at 

least,  not  unpleasant  variety  in  the  graver  business  of 

the   day,   and  the   tort  or  retort  rather  an  agreeable 

change  in  lightening  the  cringing  atmosphere  in  which  a 

king  is  condemned  to  live.     At  all  events,  His  Majesty 

thought  it 

'  Better  to  bear  the  ills  we  liave 
Than  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of ; ' 

and  so  the  crusty  little  man  was  tolerated. 


CHAPTER  XI.' 

GENERAL  VON  DURING,  PRIVATE  SECRETARY — ONE  POINT  OF 
DISPUTE — SMOKING— ODD  PREDICAMENT — NUMBERS  1,  2,  3, 
AND  4 — BAD  WRITING  AND  HIS  TROUBLES — DR.  PRINCE  LEE 
A  BISHOP — MUSGRAVE,  ARCHBISHOP  OP  YORK — BOWSTEAD, 
BISHOP  OP  LICHFIELD — EARL  OF  WESTMORLAND — LORD 
BURGliERSH  —  BURGHERSH'S  FIRST  PAIR  OP  LEATHER 
BREECHES — LORD   PRIVY   SEAL — '  CROSS  AGAIN,  NEVER  ! ' 

The  king's  old  private  secretary  was  a  character,  and 
T  am  afraid  he  had  no  easy  time  of  it  with  his  royal 
master ;  but  I  believe  he  carried  his  day,  like  the 
Bohemian  Kammer-diener,  by  the  fact  of  his  being 
almost  indispensable,  by  his  always  having  an  answer 
ready,  and  by  his  always  being  crusty  and  irritable  if 
he  found  his  royal  master  in  that  mood. 

There  was  one  point  of  dispute  between  them,  and 
that  was  smoking.  The  king  hated  it ;  the  old  general 
could  not  do  without  it.  He  smoked  from  the  moment 
lie  got  up ;  he  smoked  between  the  acts,  while  he  was 
dressing ;  he  smoked  by  fits  and  starts,  never  letting 
his  pipe  out  during  breakfast ;  he  smoked  up  to  the 
last  moment  before  he  went  in  to  the  king  ;  and  then 
it  was  amusing  to  see  the  fumigating  operations  that 
went  on,  in  hopes  of  superseding  the  stench  of  bad 
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tobacco    by   the   strong    smell  of   incense,    to    which, 
curiously  enough,  the  king  had  no  objection. 

Half-past  nine  was  the  hour  of  morning  attendance. 
Five  minutes  before  that  time,  four  servants  stood  in 
tlie  passage  leading  to  the  ante-room.  One  held  an  old 
military  horse-soldier's  cloak  with  a  slit  behind ;  one 
held  a  red-hot  shovel  with  a  long  handle,  like  a  warming- 
pan  ;  one  held  a  decanter  of  water  and  glass,  and  a 
bottle  containing  a  coloured  liquid  ;  and  one  was  there 
to  hold  the  papers,  and  to  take  the  pipe  which  the 
general  smoked  down  the  passage  to  the  very  last 
moment. 

No.  1  then  covered  the  old  secretary's  shoulders  with 
the  threadbare  and  stained  old  cloak,  Avhich  had  gone 
through  the  Peninsular  war,  and  which  Avas  now  buckled 
tight  round  his  neck  ;  No.  2  poured  some  incense  into 
the  hot  shovel  and  inserted  it  between  the  general's 
legs  through  the  slit  behind.  The  process  continued 
for  a  minute  or  two,  and  the  old  man  was  nearly  stifled, 
but  duly  impregnated  ;  then  No.  3,  from  decanter  m 
hand,  poured  out  a  glass  of  water,  of  which  the  general 
took  a  hasty  gulp,  rinsed  his  mouth  out,  and  spat  it  out 
on  the  carpeted  floor  ;  then  he  threw  off  his  cloak, 
seized  his  papers  and  letters  from  No.  4,  and  rushed 
steaming  into  the  king's  presence  as  the  various  clocks 
struck  tlie  half-hour. 

The  general  had  been  aide-de-camp  and  secretary  to 
Sir  Charles  Stewart  (Marquis  of  Londonderry)  during 
the  Peninsular  Avar,  and  had  afterAvards  held  the  ap- 
pointment of  consul  at  Trieste,  and  was  Avell  acquainted 
Avith  the  English  language  ;  but  Englisli  Avriting  Avas  a 
very  different  thing,  and  he  often  was  completely  posed 
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by  the  scrawls  of  the  noble  lords  and  ladies  avIio  were 
correspondents  of  his  royal  master.  Some  hand-writing 
was  quite  beyond  him,  and,  as  the  king  was  irritable 
some  times  (according  to  the  troubles  and  temiier  of 
the  day),  when  he  could  not  read  fluently,  he  Avould 
beg  to  take  a  long  letter  to  his  room,  to  sjiell  it  over 
and  make  it  out ;  and  at  such  times  I  was  often  called 
to  help  him,  and  to  read  various  words  which  he  had 
marked  and  Avhich  he  used,  according  to  my  interpre- 
tation, to  write  again  in  red  ink  over  the  lines.  There 
was  no  breach  of  confidence,  as  he  did  not  show  me  tlie 
letters,  but  only  begged  me  to  read  the  words  here  and 
there  which  he  had  been  unable  to  make  out. 

One  morning  very  early  an  orderly  rode  into  my  yard, 
and  delivered  a  despatch,  as  it  seemed,  in  long  envelope 
and  with  a  very  large  royal  seal ;  and  its  contents 
were — 

'Dear  Me.  W., 

'Is  there  such  a  word  as  "bomb-rushers" 
in  the  English  language  ? 

'Yours  truly, 

'G.  V.  D.' 

My  answer  was — 

'Dear  General, 

'  I  will  be  with  you  in  a  few  minutes, 

'Yours,  in  haste, 

'C.  A.  W.' 

And  off  I  went  to  the  palace. 

I   found  the  freneral  in  his  room  in  a  ^reat  state  of 
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excitement  and  fuss,  in  his  slippers,  with  nothing  on 
but  his  undergarments  (and  oh,  such  undergarments !), 
sitting  at  his  breakfast  table,  his  morning  meal  of  coffee 
and  sopped  biscuit  before  him,  a  long  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
encircled  by  a  cloud  of  smoke,  hurriedly  transcribing  a 
long,  red-marked  letter  of  three  sheets  that  lay  before  him, 

I  said,  upon  entering  the  general's  room, 

'  Before  I  answer  your  question,  let  me  ask  you 
whether  it  does  not  apply  to  the  recent  appointment 
of  Dr.  Prince  Lee  to  the  bishopric  of  Manchester  ? ' 

'Yes,'  he  said  ;  'but  what  could  make  you  think  so? 
The  king  has  just  dictated  in  a  letter  to  Lord  Strang- 

ford,  "I  hate  your  d d  bomb-rushers  on  the  bench." 

What  can  that  mean  ?  I  did  not  like  to  stop  and  ask, 
as  His  Majesty  was  not  in  a  pleasant  humour  this 
morning.' 

I  said  I  knew  pretty  well  what  the  king's  idea  of  a 
bishop  was,  and  I  was  sure  His  Majesty  would  not 
approve  of  the  last  Whig  appointment  of  Dr.  Lee, 
who  was  Head-]Master  of  King  Edward's  School,  at 
Birmingham.  And  I  added  that  if  he  (General  D.).  in 
regard  to  the  expression  which  he  did  not  understand, 
would  cut  off  the  hyphen,  make  it  a  single  Avord,  and 
change  one  letter  in  it  which  would  leave  the  pro- 
nunciation the  same,  it  would  describe  the  schoolmaster 
in  his  executive  capacity.  Those  were  the  persons  His 
Majesty  hated — not  as  a  class,  if  they  only  remained 
there,  but  on  the  bench. 

His  jMajesty  had  often  talked  to  me  about  the 
bishops.  His  heau-id6al  was  the  venerable  and  stately 
jSIanners  Sutton,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  or  perhaps 
the  more  stately  Yeruon-Harcourt,  of  York, 


WHAT  A  BISHOP  SHOULD  BE.  93 

*  If  they  gave  the  archbishops  and  bishops  such  pre- 
cedence over  our  peers  '  (which  the  king  did  not  grudge, 
but  was  always  glad  to  acknowledge  as  a  staunch 
supporter  of  the  church),  '  let  us,'  His  Majesty  said, 
'  at  least  have  perfect  gentlemen ; '  and  his  idea  of 
that  was  the  'bene  uatus,  bene  vestitus  et  moderate 
doctus.' 

The  higher  the  social  rank  and  connection,  the  more 
respect  His  Majesty  maintained  the  bishop  carried,  and 
the  greater  influence  he  exercised.  He  could  not  bear 
the  schoolmasters.  Learned,  he  said,  if  you  like — in 
their  own  way  of  Latin,  Greek,  and  mathematics  ;  but 
with  no  knowledge  or  manners  of  the  world ;  crabbed 
and  always  imperious,  he  would  have  none  of  them ;  in 
fact,  he  hated  them,  and  in  writing  privately  to  his 
friends,  according  to  the  custom  of  that  day,  he  did  not 
mince  his  words,  but  rather  qualified  his  hatred.  Blom- 
field  and  Prince  Lee,  who  had  left  off  then-  wigs  and 
lost  their  stateliness,  were  his  abhorrence. 

His  Majesty  always  prophesied  that  'the  leaving  off 
the  venerable  wigs  was  the  first  step  in  the  radical 
scheme  of  secularizing  the  church,  which  woidd  lead 
gradually  to  the  dismissal  of  the  bishops  from  the 
House  of  Lords,  and  to  the  disruption,  disendowment, 
and  disestablishment  of  the  church  itself ! ' 

Bowstead  and  Musgrave  had  excited  His  Majesty's 
ire  a  little  time  before. 

'  Two  mere  political  bishops,  noted  for  nothing,  not 
even  in  their  own  university,  but  for  downright  hard 
work  in  a  great  election  struggle  ;  taking  actual  part  in 
drunken  bouts  and  fisticuffs  with  the  tag-rag-and-bobtail 
of  their  party  in  the  back  slums  of  Barnwell." 
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This  assertion  of  the  king's  I  can  testify  as  strictly 
true,  having  myself,  when  an  undergraduate  at  Cam- 
bridge, not  only  seen  Avith  my  own  eyes  these  tutors 
heading  their  low,  rowdy  bands — certainly  not  voters — • 
but  having  actually  joined  in  the  fight  against  them,  in 
the  opposite  party,  during  the  bitter  contest  of  Sugden 
V.  Pryme  at  the  first  election  after  the  great  Reform 
Bill.  This  feeling  of  the  king's  came  out  stronger  still 
a  few  years  afterwards,  when  Musgrave  was  translated 
to  York,  as  Primate  of  England  and  Metropolitan,  with 
residence  at  Bishopsthorpe  Palace. 

'  There's  a  fellow,'  said  the  king,  '  whom  the  Whigs 
are  pleased  to  set  up,  and  insult  us  by  giving  him  pre- 
cedence next  to  the  royal  family,  with  rank  above  all 
the  peers  of  England.  That's  the  tailor's  son  at 
Cambridge,  who  sat  cross-legged  on  his  board,  handled 
his  goose,  and  actually  helped  to  make  Burghersh's 
first  pair  of  leather  breeches  ;  but  he  had  a  soul  above 
buttons,  and  went  back  to  his  grammar-school,  entered 
the  university,  became  college  tutor,  and  literally  fouglit 
his  way  into  his  bishopric.  What  has  he  done  for  such 
honours  1  We  don't  grudge  the  highest  reward  for  the 
highest  talent ;  but  we  hate  low-bred,  mere  political 
bishops  amongst  us.' 

The  day  on  which  I  heard  such  scathing  remarks 
upon  the  antecedents  of  Archbishop  Musgrave,  I 
remember  well,  because  Lord  Burghersh  was  at  dinner 
at  the  palace,  to  whom  the  king  appealed  to  confirm 
this  statement;  and  I  refer  to  the  story  now  because  an 
incorrect  versioo  has  gone  abroad  in  a  book  published  a 
few  years  ago,  'The  Three  Strangfords,'  in  which  this 
noted  saying  of  the  King  of  Hanover's  in  reference  to 
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the  arclibishop,  is  reported  that  '  he  made  Wilkinson's 
first  pair  of  leather  breeches.' 

That  was  a  mistake  every  way,  as  it  would  have  made 
me  twenty  years  older  than  I  am ;  and,  again,  I  was  not 
likely  to  have  worn  leather  breeches  at  Cambridge.  But 
any  one  who  remembers  old  Lord  Westmoreland — who 
always  wore  leather  breeches  and  top  boots,  even  in  the 
season  in  London — will  not  be  surprised  to  hear  that 
the  son  (Burghersh)  should  so  far  be  a  chip  of  the  old 
block  as  to  patronise  the  same  habiliments.  The  little  old 
Earl  was  Lord  Privy  Seal ;  and,  from  his  noted  galloping 
propensities  in  Hyde  Park — always  in  his  leather 
breeches,  and  at  full  speed — he  was  commonly  called 
the  'Flying  Privy.'  I  am  afraid,  from  the  stories  that 
used  to  be  told  of  him,  he  could  not  have  been  supposed 
to  have  much  brains ;  and,  in  fact,  the  honoured  and 
honourable  position  of  Lord  Privy  Seal — almost,  I 
believe,  in  these  times,  a  sinecure — required  little  brains. 

The  story  current  in  England,  which  I  heard  repeated 
at  court  in  Hanover,  was  that  in  his  official  capacity  he 
was  appointed  to  represent  royalty  on  the  occasion  of  a 
coronation  of  a  king  of  France — ^I  fancy  Charles  X. 
The  king,  upon  the  ambassador's  presentation  at  the 
head  of  his  suite,  is  reported  to  have  asked  him  what 
he  was,  meaning  what  office  he  held  in  England,  and 
the  answer  was  : 

'  Votre  Majeste,  je  suis  le  sceau  '  (sot?)  'particulier 
d'Angleterre.' 

His  jNIajesty,  with  all  the  dignified  high  breeding  of 
the  head  of  what  is  considered  the  most  polished  court 
in  the  world,  could  not  help  smiling,  and  the  more  so 
when  the  old  earl  added, 
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'Mais,  votre  Majeste,  je  ne  suis  pas  le  plus  grand 
sceau  d'Angleterre,  il  y  a  un  autre  '  (Lord  Chancellor) 
'  plus  grand  que  moi.' 

The  little  old  peer,  they  say,  did  not  see  the  joke, 
which  has  become  historical,  not  only  in  France,  but  in 
all  the  courts  of  Europe. 

The  little  man  is  said  to  have  been  dreadfully  ill 
crossing  from  Dover  to  Calais,  and  again  upon  returning; 
and  some  time  afterwards,  when  his  son.  Lord  Burghersh, 
was  appointed  minister  to  Florence,  he  is  reported  to 
have  meditated  a  visit  to  him,  when  some  one  happened 
to  remark, 

'  Oh,  then,  you  will  cross  the  Apennines  ? ' 

'  Cross  !  '  said  he — '  cross  again  ! — never  !  I  crossed 
once  in  my  life  from  Dover  to  Calais,  but  I  suffered 
so  much  that  nothing,  not  even  a  coronation,  would 
induce  me  to  cross  again,  if  I  live  to  the  age  of 
Methuselah.' 

These  stories  were  told  with  great  glee,  and  were  then 
considered  to  be  authentic. 
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LORD  BUR6HERSH  — LORD  BROUGHAM — PLAID  TROUSERS— COULD 
NOT  DINE — SIR  CHARLES  WETHERELL — DIXES  IN  '  H.  B.  ' 
GARB — DUKE  OP  RUTLAND — LADY  JERSEY — *  PAM  '  AND 
'johnny' — DEAR  OLD  DUCHESS  OF  GLOUCESTER— DUKE  OF 
WELLINGTON — VISCOUNT  STRANGFORD — QUEEN  OF  HOLLAND 
— HER  BEAUTIFUL  LETTERS — NEWSPAPERS — DEATH  OF  GRAND 
DUCHESS  OF  AUSTRIA — 'LET  HER  DIE  NEXT  WEEK' — LOOSE 
LAWS  OF  MARRIAGE  AND  DIVORCE — ODD  MARRIAGES — AN 
OLD   COUNT. 

I  EEME:\rBER  a  peculiar  circumstance  that  day,  whicli 
created  surprise,  and  was  much  talked  about,  and  that 
was  that  Lord  Burghersh  dined  with  the  king  in  plain 
travelling  costume,  which  was,  up  to  that  time,  an 
unheard-of  breach  of  etiquette.  It  was  the  more  the 
subject  of  remark  because  Lord  Brougham  had  been 
there  a  few  weeks  before,  had  paid  his  respects  to  His 
Majesty,  had  been  admitted  to  a  lengthened  interview 
in  the  afternoon,  but  had  not  been  honoured  by  an 
invitation  to  dinner,  because,  as  was  said,  he  had  no 
uniform  or  court  dress  with  him. 

To  have  seen,  as  I  did  with  my  own  eyes.  Lord 
Brougham,  in  his  veritable  plaid  trousers,  which  any  one 
who  has  seen  Henry  Brougham's  caricature  will 
remember,  calling  upon  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  of  all 
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people  in  the  world,  was  indeed  a  sight  worthy  of  note-. 
Never,  probably,  had  enmity — that  is,  political  enmity — 
been  more  bitter  than  between  these  two  members  of  the 
opponent  parties  in  the  Honse  of  Lords  ;  and  now  that 
the  Henry  Brongham  of  former  times — Queen  Caroline's 
Brougham — Brougham  of  the  Reform  Bill  of  '32 — 
should  actually  step  over  the  threshold  to  pay  his 
respects  to  that  '  illustrious  duke '  Avho  had  been  the 
object  of  his  utmost  scorn,  I  should  sooner  have 
expected  fire  and  water  to  mingle  ;  but  so  it  was  with 
that  most  versatile  of  versatile  men. 

He  and  the  dignified  '  illustrious '  old  Tory  duke  had 
actually  become  friends ;  and,  indeed,  with  the  other 
grand  old  '  Iron  Duke '  of  that  party,  there  was  a  closer 
union.  I  have  heard  that  'Brougham,  at  the  last, 
almost  worshipped  the  Duke  of  Wellington.' 

I,  like  others,  was  surprised  that  Lord  Brougham  did 
not  dme  with  the  king,  but  I  believe  the  plaid  trousers 
were  in  the  way,  or,  at  least,  they  made  a  good  excuse. 
There  was  no  doubt  a  rule,  which  exception  proved  in 
the  case  of  Lord  Westmorland  (Westmorland  he  then 
was,  but  the  king  always  called  him  Burghersh)  ;  but 
then  Lord  Westmorland  was  a  bosom  friend.  I  remem- 
ber the  rule  was  also  broken  in  the  case  of  Sir  Charles 
Wetherell,  who,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  Germans, 
made  his  appearance,  not  merely  in  plain  clothes,  but 
exactly  as  H.  B.  drew  him,  without  any  braces,  and  with 
a  visible  shirt  in  the  interregnum  between  waistcoat  and 
trousers  when  he  raised  his  arm  (as  he  often  did)  to 
give  effect  to  any  assertion.  But  the  strict  etiquette  was 
then  evaded  by  the  king's  dining  at  one  of  the  small 
country  palaces  in  the  '  Georgen-garten  ; '  and,  besides 
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that,  Sir  Charles  Wetherell  was  not  only  an  old  personal 
friend,  but  the  king's  legal  adviser,  and,  if  not  the 
keeper  of  the  king's  conscience,  at  least  he  was  tlie 
keeper  of  many  of  His  Majesty's  secrets. 

When  the  old  secretary  was  ill  or  absent,  I  was  called 
at  times  to  do  the  English  correspondence.  I  had  no 
need  of  being  fumirratcd,  for  I  was  no  smoker,  and  so 
I  presented  myself  at  the  time  appointed,  and  was 
always  admitted  as  the  clock  struck  the  hour  named. 
The  king,  still  in  bed,  used  to  open  all  his  letters ;  and 
then,  as  he  could  not  see  to  read,  hand  them  over 
to  the  secretary. 

I  remember  the  first  one  I  saw  was  from  the  late 
Duke  of  Rutland.  I  took  it  from  the  king's  hands,  and 
began  : 

'Sire,'  but  got  no  further. 

'  Well,  go  on,'  said  the  king. 

'  I  can't,  sir.' 

'Why  not?' 

'I  can't  make  it  out.' 

'  It's  very  easy.' 

'  Yes,  sir  ;  I  dare  say,  when  you  know  it ;  but  I  can't 
make  head  or  tail  of  it.' 

The  Duke  of  Rutland  wrote  nothing  clearly,  but  he 
had  a  peculiarity  of  turning  up  his  i's  and  dotting 
them  without  taking  the  pen  from  the  paper.  Let 
any  one  try  this  in  the  case  of  the  words  I  had  to  read 
that  day,  and  he  will  see  the  difficulty. 

'  Sire, 

'  The  tidings  Your  Majesty  is  pleased  to  give 
are  indefinite  in  regard,'  etc. 

H  2 
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The  words  at  first  looked  like  extraordinary  liiero- 
glypliics.  The  king  did  not  get  impatient  or  irritable 
with  me  (as  I  know  he  did  with  his  German  secretary) 
but  rather  laughed  at  my  confusion.  However,  in  a 
moment  I  saw  the  peculiarity  in  the  dotting  of  the  i's, 
and  then  all  went  swimmingly. 

Lady  Jersey's  was  also  a  difficult  letter  to  read,  though 
for  another  reason.  The  writing  was  clear,  the  hand 
elegant  and  ladylike,  but  she  used  many  abbreviations, 
many  nick-names,  and  many  mere  initials.  Of  course  I 
made  out  '  Pam,'  and  '  Johnny '  (Russell),  and  '  Old 
Charley'  (Wetherell).  and  'Soapy  Sam,'  and  other  of 
the  more  noted  characters  ;  but  there  were  some  of  the 
high  aristocracy  with  whose  sobriquets  I  was  not  so  well 
acquainted,  and  I  had  to  stop  short  and  spell  them  out, 
and  leave  them  to  His  Majesty's  explanation. 

Lady  Jersey  was  one  of  the  king's  chief  correspon- 
dents, Avho  kept  him  au  fait  of  all  that  took  place — and 
of  much,  I  believe,  that  never  took  place — in  the  circle 
of  the  liaiite  volee  of  England. 

The  king  was  much  pleased  and  interested  in  her 
letters,  and  always  made  very  complimentary  remarks 
and  told  me  he  looked  upon  her  as  a  deeply  intelligent 
politician. 

The  dear  old  Duchess  of  Gloucester's  writing  was  very 
indistinct,  but  it  was  the  regular,  shaky  hand  of  an  old 
lady.  The  letters  were  interesting,  as  they  always 
breathed  Avarmth  and  affection,  particularly  in  regard  to 
her  dear  blind  nephew  and  the  royal  children. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington's  hand  was  very  hard  to 
make  out.  I  only  saw  some  letters  of  his  later  years. 
One  that  was  sent  to  me  in  answer  to  my  notice  of  the 
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king's  deatli,  I  sent  round  a  tabic  for  inspection,  and  not 
a  single  person  was  able  to  make  out  the  signature,  but 
at  last  one  said, 

'Why,  it  looks  something  like  Wellington.' 

Of  course  little  thinking  it  possible  that  the  Great 
Duke  could  have  written  to  me. 

Lord  Strangford's  (His  Majesty's  chief  correspondent) 
Avas  the  hurried  scrawl  of  a  liasty  and  voluminous 
writer,  full  of  serious  discussion  and  also  of  political  fun. 
Seeing  some  of  the  'budgets'  that  he  wrote,  and  the 
difficulty  the  old  German  secretary  had  in  making  out 
the  '  bomb-rushers  '  and  other  words  that  I  heljjed  him 
to  correct  in  one  letter,  I  often  wondered  what  a  hash  he 
must  have  made  of  many  other  long  letters,  and  how 
nmcli  of  important,  as  well  as  amusing,  matter  the  old 
king  must  have  lost  when  there  was  no  Englishman  at 
hand  to  decipher  the  peculiarity  of  an  English  scrawl  ; 
and  so,  no  doubt,  many  such  sentences,  after  being 
studied  by  the  secretary  in  his  private  room  and  found 
to  be  hopeless,  were  left  out  altogether. 

The  most  beautiful  letters,,  of  which  I  had  the  honour 
of  reading  several,  both  as  to  penmanship  and  choice 
language,  were  those  of  the  late  Queen  of  Holland,  who 
was  a  popular  corresi)ondent  on  all  the  political  news 
of  Europe,  as  Lady  Jersey  was  upon  English  matters, 
and  I  never  remember  to  have  detected  a  line,  nor 
even,  I  may  say,  a  word  that  was  not  perfect  English. 
I  think  I  may  say  Her  Majesty's  letters  were  exactly 
like  herself — stately,  dignified,  not  to  say  prim,  and 
right  queenly.  They  were  all  written  in  our  language, 
and  only  such  as  a  foreigner  would  write,  never  bending 
to  a  joke,  no  such  thing  as  abbreviation,  or  any  expres- 
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sion  that  could  have  been  taught  by  any  but  the  strictest 
mistress  of  the  language — in  fact,  they  were  too  correct, 
too  pure,  too  good,  I  may  almost  say,  ever  to  have  been 
written  by  an  Englishwoman. 

When  the  letters  were  done,  I  read  parts  of  the 
debates  in  the  Houses  of  Lords  and  Commons,  and 
often  and  often,  in  the  middle  of  a  speech,  I  saw  His 
Majesty's  eyes  close  and  head  nod.  I  then  at  first  used 
to  stop,  when  it  was  a  case  of  '  the  silence  awoke 
the  little  judge,'  and  His  Majesty,  pretending  he  was 
shutting  his  eyes  to  listen,  used  to  say,  '  Go  on ; '  so, 
after  one  or  two  instances  of  this,  I  used  to  continue  to 
read  Lord  So-and-so's  speech,  even  though  my  royal 
master  began  to  snore.  When  I  came  to  an  end,  and 
was  silent,  he  always  said,  '  Go  on ;'  and  if  I  answered, 
'  That's  all,  sir,'  he  used  to  say, 

'  Ah,  very  interesting !  Now  see  Avhat's  o'clock.  I 
think  it  must  be  time  for  the  commandant.' 

If  I  told  him,  '  No,  sir,  it's  only  half-past  ten ;'  o^, 
'It  wants  twenty  minutes  to  eleven,'  His  Majesty  would 
say, 

'  Well,  doctor,  now  let  us  have  a  look  at  the  police 
reports ;  there's  always  something  striking  there — tliere 
one  sees  life  and  character.'  And  I  must  say  that  His 
Majesty  was  really  interested,  and  often  as  I  found  him 
go  to  sleep  oA^er  a  debate,  I  never  remember  him  to  have 
napped  over  a  police  report. 

On  the  subject  of  correspondence,  I  may  here  mention 
that  the  Hof-]\Iarshal  came  in  one  day,  bearing  in  his 
hand  a  large  despatch,  with  a  broad  black  rim  of  deep 
mourning.  It  was  the  official  announcement,  brought 
by  a  special  messenger,  of  the  death  of  an  old  Arch- 
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Duchess  of  Austria,  which  had  been  known  as  ordinary 
news  for  the  last  week. 

The  kinij,  wlio  had  sent  out  invitations  for  a  great 
court  ball,  for  which  all  preparation  had  been  made  for 
the  next  night,  did  not  want  any  untimely  interruption, 
and  said,  without  breaking  the  seal, 

'  There,  there,  take  it  away— I  know  all  about  it — let 
her  die  next  week.' 

As  there  is  an  attempt  just  now,  in  the  Radical  ten- 
dency of  the  dat,  to  tamper  with  the  sanctity  of  kinship, 
and  to  upset  the  old  marriage  law  of  the  Church  of 
England,  and  as  many  fear  that  it  is  an  attempt  to  get 
in  the  small  end  of  the  wedge  by  which  to  lever  an 
opening  for  Continental  licences  in  our  own,  until  now, 
highly  favoured  social  life,  I  deem  it  right  to  submit  a 
few  of  my  experiences  in  a  foreign  land  to  the  con- 
sideration of  any  reader  who  may  be  a  supporter  of  the 
proposed  measure  to  permit  marriage  Avith  a  deceased 
wife's  sister. 

I  admit  that  I  do  this  under  the  feeling,  which 
I  believe  to  be  very  general,  that  it  is  not  a  mere 
(juestion  of  the  point  immediately  brought  forward,  but 
that,  if  this  is  passed,  it  will  lead  to  ftir  greater  changes, 
and  by  degrees  to  a  similarity  in  all  the  ways 
referring  to  marriage  and  divorce  which  are  actually 
legalized,  or  to  be  obtained  by  dispensation,  in  other 
countries. 

In  most  parts  of  Germany,  I  believe  in  all,  any  man 
may  marry  any  woman  within  any  degrees  of  affinity  or 
consanguinity,  in  fact,  any  woman  whatever,  even  his 
grandmother,  if  so  inclined,  provided  he  has  the  consent 
of  his  parents,  or,  in  case  of  those  parents  being  no  longer 
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ill  the  land  of  the  living,  then  the  consent  of  his 
guardians  or  trustees. 

I  once  had  the  honour  of  being  invited  to  celebrate 
the  '  Yorfeier '  bj  a  banquet  one  evening,  and  to  attend 
the  marriage  ceremony  the  next  morning  between  the 
second  son  of  a  senator  in  one  of  the  free  towns — quite 
a  young  man — and  his  rich,  widowed  aunt,  some  years 
older  than  himself.  I  sat  next  to  the  bride-elect,  who 
liad  her  intended,  young,  unbearded  lover,  on  the  other 
side,  and  I  could  not  help  witnessing  all  the  billing  and 
cooing,  and  pretty  little  playful  tricks  that  went  on 
during  the  whole  of  dinner. 

They  sat  hand  clasped  in  hand,  which  they  only 
released  now  and  then  to  allow  them  to  satisfy  nature, 
in  taking  some  necessary  food.  Afterwards,  they  had 
reserved  seats  on  a  raised  sofa,  where  they  sat  with  arms 
round  each  other's  waist,  and  where  they  received  a 
sort  of  homage  from  their  guests,  and  did  not  hesitate 
to  carry  on,  between  themselves,  and  with  any  of  their 
friends,  constant  osculation  in  face  of  the  whole 
company,  the  elderly  bride  appearing  to  take  a  decided 
lead. 

To  me,  it  was  loathsome.  Are  we  to  come  to  that  ? 
So  much  for  a  man  marrying  his  aunt  in  a  Protestant 
country  by  law !  And  a  man  can  equally  marry  his 
niece  by  the  same  law.  By  dispensation  a  man  can 
marry  his  niece  in  a  Roman  Catholic  country.  In  fact, 
a  long  purse  can  do  most  things  in  the  Church  of  Rome 
— so  a  Roman  Catholic  lady  told  me. 

I  stayed  some  time  in  the  house  with  her.  She,  as  a 
rich  young  orphan  of  sixteen,  was  forced  to  marry  her 
uncle,  who  was  her  trustee.     He  had  no  difficulty  in 
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procuring  a  dispensation  with  her  money.  Once  in 
possession,  he  squandered  her  fortune,  treated  her  very 
badly,  and  at  last  deserted  her,  leaving  her  but  a  small 
pittance  for  herself  and  t^Y0  daughters,  one  of  whom 
was  deaf  and  dumb. 

She  had  no  relations  and  no  friends  to  advise  her, 
and  had  no  money  to  take  legal  measures,  and  so  she 
was  contented  to  hve  in  a  quiet  way  in  the  pension 
where  I  met  her.  Do  we  wish  such  a  Continental 
practice  introduced  into  England? 

But  will  not  the  marriage  with  a  deceased  wife's 
sister,  if  once  allowed,  lead  to  such  things  ?  If  a  man 
marries  a  deceased  wife's  sister,  why  shouhl  not  a 
woman  marry  a  deceased  husband's  brother?  If  an 
uncle  is  allowed  to  marry  his  niece,  Avhy  shouhl  not  an 
aunt  marry  her  nephew  ;  and  so  on  and  so  on  to  the 
very  extremes  of  Continental  licence. 

So  think  some  of  the  greatest  minds  of  our  age — so 
thought  the  late  Earl  Cairns  ;  so  flunk  Earl  Selborne 
and  Lord  Denman — and  therefore  op])ose  the  bills.  So 
thought  Lord  Chancellor  Campbell,  and  gave  his  reason, 
which  I  like  to  quote  in  opposition  to  our  royal  princes, 
who  seem  to  have  no  fear  of  admitting  into  England  the 
loose  marriage  law  of  their  German  cousins. 

Lord  Campbell  is  reported  to  have  said  that  he 
considered  the  marriage  with  a  deceased  wife's  sister 
entirely  a  woman's  question.  He  would  not  pretend  to 
bring  forward  any  religious  argument,  as  some  did  ;  in 
fact,  he  would  bring  no  argument  at  all,  but  simjjly  say 
that,  as  long  as  he  saw  the  very  great  majority  of  the 
women  of  England  Avcrc  against  the  measure,  in  due 
deference  to  them  he  should  vote  against  it.     Should 
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they  come  round  and  ask  for  it,  then  he  would  imme- 
diately give  in  and  do  his  best  to  bring  about  a  change 
of  the  law.  Looseness  as  to  marriage  is  sure  to  bring 
about  looseness  as  to  divorce.  Experience  everywhere 
shows  this ;  and,  after  a  long  residence  in  Germany,  I 
can  give  many  instances.  Incompatibility  of  temper  is 
a  very  common  cause  of  divorce,  and  indeed,  when  both 
parties  are  of  the  same  mind,  there  is  little  or  no 
difficulty  in  annulling  a  marriage,  and  this  is  often  done 
quite  amicably. 

I  remember  at  a  watering  place  having  a  certain 
noted  authoress  pointed  out  to  me,  who,  I  was  told,  the 
night  before  had  played  whist  Avith  one  who  Avas  her 
husband,  and  two  who  had  been  her  husbands,  but  had 
been  amicably  divorced !  I  Avas  walking  once  with  a 
friend  on  the  Brlihl  Terrace  at  Dresden,  and  I  saw 
three  persons  coming  up  in  interesting  and  merry  con- 
versation—a gentleman  with  a  lady  on  his  arm,  and 
another  gentleman  laughing  and  talking  on  the  other 
side.  My  friend  nudged  me,  and  said  in  a  low 
A'oice, 

'  Look  at  these  people  coming,  and  I'll  tell  you  some- 
thing   about  them  Avhen   they  have  passed.  .    That  is 

Count Avith  his  Avife  on  his  arm  ;  the  man  on  the 

other  side  was  formerly  her  husband,  when  the  present 
husband  used  to  be  "unattached,"  and  to  attend  as 
"  cavaliere  "  at  her  side.  All  Avas  amicably  arranged, 
and  she  married  the  man  Avho  had  caused  her  to 
be  divorced  from  her  former  husband.  But  'all's 
well  that  ends  Avell ; "  the  three  seem  perfectly 
satisfied  Avith  the  present  arrangement,  and  it  is  said 
the  husband  had  another  "  faire  ladye  "  in  his  eye,  and 
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was  not  at  all  displeased  to  be  set  free  to  pay  his 
addresses  to  licr.' 

Surely  this  state  of  things  makes  what  we  eall  '  the 
holy  estate  of  matrimony '  little  better  than  temporary 
concubinage. 

I  knew  a  case  of  an  old  count  who  had  contracted  a 
'  mariage  de  convenance  '  with  a  handsome  young  wife 
of  the  burgher  class,  who  had  been  forced  into  his  arms 
by  her  worldly  and  heartless  parents.  Two  children 
Avere  born  to  him  in  his  old  age,  for  whom  in  due  time 
he  sought  a  tutor,  and  a  good-looking  former  admirer  of 
the  countess,  believed  to  have  been  once  engaged  to 
her,  obtained  the  situation.  Shortly  afterwards  the 
young  people  eloped.  The  old  man  brought  his  action, 
which  was  undefended,  and  a  divorce  was  obtained. 
The  old  count's  conscience  smote  him  ;  he  felt  he  had 
separated  two  loving  hearts,  and  it  grieved  him  to  hear 
that  they  were  living  in  sin  and  penury,  and  he  resolved 
to  make  them  amends.  He  offered  them  an  allowance, 
and  enabled  them  to  marry,  and  afterwards  had  his 
former  wife,  the  mother  of  his  children,  to  visit  him 
annually  at  his  house  with  her  husband,  and  the  old 
man's  latter  days  w^ere  said  to  have  been  made 
specially  happy  by  this  special  and  unparalleled  act  of 
benevolence. 

I  kucAV  another  case  in  high  society  where  a  once 
loving  couple,  who  had  been  married  some  years,  con- 
stantly quarrelled,  and,  feeling  that  their  tempers  Avere 
incompatible,  they  came  to  an  amicable  divorce. 

When  the  deed  Avas  done,  the  husband,  feeling  still 
the  tenderness  of  his  old  love,  asked  Avhere  she  Avas 
going  to  live.      She  did  not   know.      'Then  vou  had 
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better  come  back  and  live  with  me.'  She  went — gladly, 
and,  Avhcn  I  saw  them,  they  had  passed  some  years  in 
the  happiest  state  of  concubinage,  in  A^liich  she  had 
borne  him  three  or  four  illegitimate  children.  It  was 
said,  and  it  really  seemed  so,  the  great  fault  had  been 
on  her  side,  and,  when  she  was  fast  bound,  she  never 
controlled  her  temper,  but,  as  soon  as  she  felt  she 
might  be  turned  afloat  any  day,  she  knew  how  to  keep 
on  her  best  behaviour,  and  acted  always  as  the  loving 
spouse  and  careful  mother. 

I  dined  at  the  king's  table  with  a  serene  highness 
and  her  husband.  Shortly  afterwards  they  were 
divorced  by  mutual  consent  for  incompatibility  of 
temper,  and  she  returned  to  her  own  parents  and 
resumed  her  own  maiden  and  princely  name. 

After  some  years  I  met  them  again  at  dinner  at  the 
palace.  Their  old  love  had  revived  ;  they  found  they 
could  not  live  Avithout  each  other  ;  they  had  been 
formally  and  solemnly  nuirried  a  second  time,  ?nd 
said  that  their  new  state  was  one  continuous  honey- 
moon. 

This,  I  think,  is  the  only  one  of  the  cases  mentioned 
which  any  with  English  feelings  will  not  repudiate,  and 
so  I  trust  more  and  more  will  be  induced  to  oppose  the 
opening  of  the  floodgates  by  the  present  measure,  which, 
introduced,  I  believe,  for  the  private  satisfaction  of  the 
few  who  have  broken  the  law,  would  sweep  away  the 
safeguards  of  domestic  happiness  for  many  who  desire 
to  uphold  the  law  under  which  our  country  has  been 
more  blessed  in  regard  to  the  relations  of  marriage  than 
any  other  country  on  the  face  of  the  globe. 
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OxE  of  the  Russian  minister-plenipotentiaries  of  our 
time  was  rather  a  noted  character,  very  much  so — in 
his  own  eyes.  He  was  very  polite,  but  rather  over- 
powering, not  to  say  overbearing.  He  might — no  doubt 
in  his  own  idea — have  set  the  Leine,*  and  the  Xeva, 
and  even  the  Thames  on  fire,  if  the  chance  had  been 
given  him,  and  if,  as  he  thought,  talking  would  do  it. 

He  knew  everything,  could  do  everything,  could  settle 
everything,  could  settle  Europe,  could  settle  the  Eastern 
Question,  could  settle  the  world.  I  remember  meeting 
him  at  a  small  dmner  at  the  Dutch  minister's.  His 
tongue  ran  on  most  glibly,  and  to  my  idea,  on  his 
particular  subject,  most  sensibly.  The  affairs  of  the 
East  were  discussed.  It  was  some  years  before  the 
Crimean  campaign,  but  the  great  storm  was  then 
*  A  stream  that  runs  throucrli  Hanover. 
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gathering  thickly  around,  lie  said  '  Russia  did  not 
want  Turkey,  nor  a  second  seat  of  empire  at  Constan- 
tinople. They  were  only  determined  nobody  else  should 
have  it.  They  certainly  wanted  to  get  rid  of  the  Turks 
out  of  Europe,  and  to  have  the  legitimate  protectorate 
of  the  Christians  in  the  East,  and  they  thought  Europe 
ought  to  see  the  reasonableness  of  this.  They  had  no 
wish  to  provoke  a  war.' 

In  fact,  if  his  plan  Avere  but  adopted,  war,  with  all 
its  horrors,  would  be  prevented  altogether.  He  pro- 
posed (and  he  knew  Russia  would  be  satisfied!)  that 
Constantinople  should  be  made  a  free,  open  port,  like 
one  of  the  Hanseatic  towns,  under  guarantee  and  pro- 
tection of  the  Great  Powers.  Xow,  was  this  his  country's 
opinion  ?  Was  it  even  his  own  private  opinion  ?  '  Credat 
Judseus  Appella.'  I  am  afraid  I  must  add,  '  Non  ego.' 
However  much  I  might  approve  of  the  plan,  if  possible, 
I  am  afraid  he  was  exercising  the  office  that  O'Connell 
gave  to  diplomatists,  '  men  paid  to  tell  lies  for  their 
country.' 

O'Connell  w^as  a  man  who  was  supposed  to  know 
what  he  was  talking  about,  but  by  many  it  Avas  said 
that  he  told  lies,  and  the  people  knew  he  told  lies,  and 
still  he  went  on  telling  lies,  and  he  knew  that  the  people 
knew  that  he  told  lies,  still  he  told  lies  ;  and  he  knew 
that  the  people  knew  that  he  knew  that  they  knew  that 
he  told  lies,  and  still  he  told  lies  ;  and  considering  the 
notorious  views  of  Russian  ambition  in  the  East,  as 
estimated  by  all  other  nations  from  time  immemorial, 
I  could  not  help  thinking,  not  only  that  this  plenipo- 
tentiary stated  what  he  knew  to  be  untrue,  but  that  he 
repeated    his  statement  again  and  again  persistently, 
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though  probably  aware  that  avc  must  know  that  he  was 
not  speaking  the  truth.  It  seemed  to  us  a  case  of 
O'Connell  over  again. 

But  wise  as  our  diplomatic  friend  was,  knowing 
everything,  according  to  his  own  idea,  like  many 
foreigners,  he  was  taken  in  by  one  of  his  own  serfs,  who 
acted  as  his  jager,  and  attended  him  at  every  chasse. 
One  day  the  king  had  a  large  party  to  drive  an  extensive 
tract  of  country  for  stags,  boar,  foxes,  and  hares.  His 
excellency  got  his  directions,  and  posted  off  to  his 
place  with  his  jiigcr  carrying  his  two  guns,  bags,  and 
ammunition.  The  shooters  were  ranged  in  one  long 
line,  quite  out  of  speaking  distance,  and  indeed  only 
just  visible  to  each  other,  and  strict  injunctions  were 
given,  that  when  once  the  trumpet  had  sounded  to  give 
notice  that  the  beaters  were  on  the  move,  no  one  was 
to  st'r  from  his  position. 

The  jager  began  to  load  his  master's  gun ;  but,  to  his 
utter  dismay,  found  he  had  forgotten  his  bullets — plenty 
of  powder,  but  no  bullets.  It  was  before  the  time  of 
breechloaders  and  cartridges — what  Avas  to  be  done  ? 
It  was  as  much  as  his  place  was  worth,  it  was  as  much 
as  his  life  was  worth — or  at  least  as  his  skin  was  worth 
— to  confess  his  stupidity  to  his  irascible  and  imperious 
master.  The  cat,  the  irons,  the  mines,  Siberia's  horrors, 
all  flashed  upon  his  mind  ;  but  something  must  be  done, 
and  quickly.  A  bright  thought  struck  him :  he  would 
put  three  charges  of  powder  in ;  the  shock  might  con- 
fuse his  master's  judgment.  It  was  done,  and  the  result 
was  watched  with  intense  anxiety. 

'Boar,'  soon  afterwards  whispered  the  man,  'boar, 
your  excellency,  on  the  right.' 
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Bang !  and  liis  excellency  was  half  knocked  back- 
wards. Bang  again,  and  the  same  shock,  and  the  boar 
of  course  bolted  off  unscathed. 

'  What  the is  in  the  rifle,  Ivan  ?     My  teeth  are 

half  smashed.' 

'Nothing,'  said  the  man,  too  truly,  but  not  meaning 
anything.  '  I  think  it  must  be  the  rheumatism ;  your 
excellency  complained  of  stiffness  this  morning.  Your 
excellency  could  not  have  held  the  rifle  firm.' 

His  excellency  seemed  satisfied  with  the  explanation, 
bathed  his  face  Avith  snow,  rubbed  his  shoulder,  took 
the  second  rifle,  established  himself  again,  with  back  hid 
against  a  tree  and  legs  in  a  ditch,  while  Ivan  lay  on  his 
stomach  in  the  high  grass  eagerly  on  the  watch,  with 
practised  eye  piercing  to  the  horizon,  like  his  master, 
but  with  very  different  feelings  of  hope  and  fear. 

To  his  great  relief  and  his  master's  great  disgust, 
half-hour  after  half-hour  passed  away  without  any  of  the 
animals  which  they  had  seen  skulking  along  coming 
within  shot,  and  the  bugle  sounded  recalling  all  the 
scattered  sportsmen  to  the  point  of  assembly  for 
luncheon.  His  excellency  went  into  the  king's  tent, 
Ivan  rushed  off  to  one  of  His  Majesty's  jiigers. 

'  Here,  old  fellow,  your  bore  is  the  same  as  mine  ; 
give  us  some  bullets  ; '  and  he  told  the  story  which  the 
jiiger,  a  great  friend  of  mine,  recounted  to  me,  and  I 
have  here  recorded.  The  extra  charges  were  withdrawn, 
the  rifle  was  properly  loaded  and  ready  for  action  after 
luncheon,  and  poor  Ivan  breathed  again.  His  brains 
had  carried  him  through  his  first  trial.  The  deuce  was 
in  it  if  he  could  not  make  out  something  to  humbug 
his  master,  supposing  him  to  make  any  remark  upon 
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the  shots  going  glibly  in  the  afternoon.  Ivan  was  the 
hero  of  the  back  tent  that  day.  His  story  went  round 
with  their  horns  of  lager-bier,  cheers  for  the  past  and 
good  Avishes  for  the  afternoon  went  with  him.  Little 
idea  did  the  grandees  have  of  the  cause  of  their 
attendants'  jollity.     Ivan  had  a  narrow  squeak  for  it. 

The  game  was  all  laid  out  for  the  inspection  and 
discussion  of  the  shooters.  A  few  boar,  sundry  roe, 
some  foxes,  a  good  many  hares,  two  old  carrion  crows, 
and  a  magpie  !  Those  who  have  not  been  but  sporting 
Avith  foreigners  must  know  that  all  is  fish  for  their  nets, 
and  all  birds  and  beasts,  large  and  small,  are  game. 
We  may  smile  at  the  contents  of  a  bag,  but  really  we 
should  do  well  to  follow  them  in  this  case  of  carrion 
crows,  not  perhaps  bring  them  home,  but  shoot  them 
when  possible,  for  nobody  knows,  till  he  has  actually 
seen  them  at  work  or  found  the  debris  of  broken  eErsfs 
on  a  bank,  the  destruction  they  do  to  the  coveys  before 
they  are  hatched,  and  also  to  the  young  partridges. 

Before  luncheon  all  went  to  see  the  display,  to  talk 
over  the  sport,  and  to  claim  their  own  victims.  The 
old  king  had  killed  the  most,  but  His  Majesty  had 
peculiar  advantages.  A  little  shed  was  made  for  him, 
built  up  in  front  as  a  security  against  attacks  of  wounded 
animals ;  a  window  opened  about  four  feet  from  the 
ground  on  which  he  could  rest  his  rifle,  while  he  sat  in 
his  comfortable  arm-chair  with  a  nice  stove  behind  him 
to  keep  the  life  in  his  aged  limbs  during  the  commonly 
bitter  cold  of  a  shooting  day  in  a  German  winter.  Two 
jjigers  stood  behind  to  load  and  hand  the  guns, 'and  one, 
the  special  favourite,  used  often  to  direct  His  Majesty 
when  to  fire. 
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The  old  man,  who  was  quite  blind  in  one  eye,  and 
could  see  little  out  of  tlie  other,  enjoyed  his  chasse,  and 
went  out  with  his  inyited  party  up  to  his  last  year, 
but  he  could  see  nothing  on  the  wing,  and  so  never 
attempted  a  flying  shot ;  but  a  sort  of  maze  was  made 
with  nets  for  a  good  quarter  of  a  mile  on  each  side  of 
his,  strictly  speaking,  '  shooting-box,'  which  contracted 
gradually  into  a  single  run,  and  then  opened  into  a  sort 
of  pen,  extending  about  forty  yards  square,  and  there 
His  jNIajesty  filled  his  bag.  The  animals  were  driven 
by  the  shouting  beaters  down  these  runs  into  the  open 
area,  and  as  they  ran  swiftly  by  (His  ISIajesty  could  see 
nothing  unless  it  was  in  motion,  and  even  then  often 
had  advice  when  to  fire  from  his  jager  behind  him) 
many  a  noble  stag  and  infuriated  boar  succumbed  to 
the  royal  rifle.  If  they  were  wounded,  some  keeper 
rushed  out  and  gave  the  coitp  de  grace  with  his  hanger, 
and  it  was  said  that  sometimes,  when  they  were  missed, 
they  were  driven  back  by  the  beaters,  and,  without 
having  their  skins  broken,  were  still  despatched  and 
counted  amongst  the  royal  victims. 

This  day  the  king  was  in  high  spirits,  as  not  only  his 
own  but  the  general  bag  was  unusually  good.  When 
the  heads  were  claimed,  there  was  a  goodly  number, 
and  only  one  of  the  party  had  to  admit  that,  for  some 
unaccountable  reason,  his  contribution  was  'nil.'  Of 
course,  some  good  or  ill-natured  friend  immediately 
reported  this  fact  to  the  king,  who  had  his  heel  ready 
to  stamp  on  the  poor  Russian  minister's  corn,  and  it 
came  down  Avith  increased  effect  and  redoubled  banter, 
when  it  was  seen  that  it  had  been  no  blank  day  in  one 
sense,  for  the  results  of  shots,  though  unattended  by 
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success  in  regard  to  head  of  game,  Avere  plainly  marked 
on  tlie  swelled  and  blackened  face  of  the  disconcerted 
guest. 

The  minister,  who  thought  he  knew  and  could  do 
everything,  never  probably  felt  so  small  in  his  life,  and 
the  king,  being  in  one  of  his  jocular,  not  to  say  bully- 
ing, humours,  and  seeing  his  guest's  annoyance,  never 
let  him  alone  for  an  instant.  His  Majesty  knew  where 
the  shoe  pinched,  and  he  constantly  trod  upon  the  sore 
part. 

'Never  mind,  my  friend,'  he  said  at  last;  'have 
another  glass  of  champagne ;  it  helps  to  make  the 
powder  straight ;  we  shall  all  get  a  good  drive  after 
luncheon.'     And  off  they  started  to  their  places. 

Ivan  had  his  head  up  and  was  in  high  spirits  ;  he 
trudged  behind  his  downcast  master,  with  his  two  guns 
properly  loaded,  and  plenty  more  amunition  in  the 
bag.  When  they  got  to  their  places,  his  excellency, 
still  rather  nervous  after  his  failure  in  the  morning  and 
the  painful  result  of  what  Ivan  attributed  to  rheumatism, 
told  his  man  to  take  the  gun  and  have  the  first  shot, 
while  he  would  rest  behind  a  tree. 

Ivan  jumped  into  the  dry  ditch,  drew  out  his  hanger, 
stuck  it  in  the  ground  by  his  side,  and,  making  a  peep- 
hole through  the  rushes  growing  on  the  bank,  prepared 
for  any  skulking  game,  great  or  small.  Nor  had  he 
long  to  wait,  for  a  grand  old  tusker  came  straight  at 
him.  Bang  went  the  first  barrel,  and  the  beast  went 
head  over  heels,  but  was  up  again  in  a  moment  and  in 
full  course  at  his  enemy,  who  had  shown  himself. 
Bang  went  his  second  barrel,  and  the  boar  rolled  down 
the  bank  to  his  feet,  desperately  wounded,  but  more 
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formidable  in  his  death  agony.  Fortunately,  the 
hanger,  was  within  reach,  and  in  a  moment  Avas 
plunged  into  the  beast's  heart. 

The  baron  was  enchanted :  even  Ivan's  '  ruse,'  had  it 
been  divulged,  would  have  been  pardoned  ;  all  idea  of 
rheumatism  and  kicking  gun  was  dissipated  on  the 
moment,  and  the  second  rifle  was  taken  in  hand.  The 
drive  was  most  fortunate,  large  and  small  game  came 
apace,  and  the  baron  shot  Avith  unusual  skill.  At  the 
end  he  was  the  hero  of  the  day,  both  as  to  number  and 
size  of  the  slain.  Ivan's  grand  boar  was  reckoned 
among  the  baron's  victims.  Ivan  did  not  say  a  word, 
whatever  he  might  have  thought,  but  he  let  the  cat  out 
of  the  bag  afterwards  to  his  familiar  friends,  and 
amongst  them  to  my  friend,  the  king's  jager,  and  I 
have  every  reason  to  believe  His  Majesty  heard  the 
truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth. 

Ivan  was  quite  satisfied  with  the  day's  adventures 
that  his  '  ruse '  in  the  morning  was  not  detected,  and 
that  he  was  a  double  hero  amongst  his  comrades  for 
the  two  exploits  ;  but  he  did  not  want  any  further 
investigation,  not  even  to  assert  his  own  rights.  He 
knew  he  had  escaped  by  'the  skin  of  his  teeth.'  His 
feeling  was,  '  Don't  stir  the  matter ;  it  may — have 
unpleasant  consequences, '  He  had  the  advantage  of 
his  master  in  the  case  of  the  gun,  he  was  quite  willing 
that  his  master  should  have  advantage  of  him  in  the 
case  of  the  boar — if  he  liked  it.  I  think  we  shall  all  be 
convinced  that  Ivan  tlie  serf  was  not  such  a  fool  as  he 
looked. 
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For  those  who  have  not  been  at  a  German  chasse — 
I  mean  as  they  were  forty  years  ago  (things,  of 
course,  may  have  changed  by  this  time) — I  think  a 
description  of  a  private  hunting  party,  as  it  was  always 
called  if  they  spoke  of  it  in  English,  may  not  be 
unacceptable. 

When  I  first  arrived  in  Hanover,  and  found  that  in 
my  new  office  I  had  scarcely  anything  to  do,  having  no 
district,  no  schools,  no  poor,  and  only  one  service  in  the 
palace  on  Sunday  to  a  congregation  of  about  five  and 
thirty  to  forty,  half  of  them  the  king's  servants  and 
their  families,  I  set  to  work  hard  with  a  German  and 
also  with  a  Hebrew  master  ;  but  that,  of  course,  left  me 
much  time  for  recreation,  and  as  an  Englishman, 
being  supposed,  of  course,  to  be  a  sportsman,  I  was 
asked  by  a  committee,  of  which  the  old  Minister  of  War 
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and  two  or  three  attaches  of  different  legations  were 
members,  to  take  a  share  in  a  chasse  of  about  two 
thousand  acres  ten  to  twelve  miles  from  Hanover,  where 
they  said  there  Avas  every  sort  of  covert  and  every  sort 
of  game,  grouse,  partridge,  snipe,  wild  duck,  foxes,  roe, 
sometimes  a  boar,  and  now  and  then  a  stray  stag  or 
deer.  All  seemed  charming ;  the  subscription,  to  my 
surprise,  was  very  little,  and  I  thankfully  accepted  the 
offer  of  membership,  and  looked  forward  to  recreation 
one  or  two  days  a  week  during  the  shooting  season. 

The  thing  did  not  turn  out  so  '  couleur  de  rose '  as 
had  been  described.  There  was  certainly  every  species 
of  game  mentioned  ;  the  '  terrain '  of  the  manor  was 
excellent,  but  for  cheapness  they  had  admitted  too 
many  shooters.  The  charge  for  the  whole  Avas,  if  I 
remember  right,  only  forty  Louis  d'or,  and,  if  this  had 
been  taken  by  a  party  of  four,  and  preserved  and 
worked  in  a  sportsmanlike  way,  it  might  have  held  a 
splendid  head  of  all  sorts  of  game  ;  but  there  were  ten 
original  shareholders,  and  each  might  take  in  a  friend, 
so  that  made  tAventy  guns,  many  of  whom  went  on  all 
the  days  which  the  rules  permitted — ^I  think  it  Avas 
three  a  Aveek,  and  all  of  Avhom  Avent  for  the  few  general 
driA^es. 

So,  as  may  be  supposed,  the  game  became  very 
scarce ;  the  grouse  almost  disappeared ;  the  coveys 
were  'few  and  far  between,'  and  after  two  years  the 
whole  thing  collapsed.  However,  those  Avho  often 
went  over  and  worked  hard  had  good  amusement.  I 
remember  my  friend  Hylton  JoUiffe,  who  was  then 
learning  his  profession  with  the  Guards,  and  was  inde- 
fatigable in  working  the  manor  every   day    that   was 
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permitted  from  morning  till  night,  got  during  the 
season  thirty-six  grouse,  thirty-six  partridges,  and 
thirty-six  head  of  other  game,  including  three  roe, 
sundry  foxes,   one  boar,  and  one  deer. 

The  dress  of  our  friends  was  to  me  at  first  a  great 
curiosity,  particularly  in  the  winter.  The  Tyrolese 
costume,  grey  coat  turned  up  with  green,  billycock 
hat  and  green  feather,  seemed  a  sine  qua  non  with 
the  sportsman ;  but  it  as  little  made  him  a  marksman, 
in  the  case  of  the  majority,  as  does  the  straight 
powder  which  some  young  men  are  persuaded  to  take 
out  with  them  in  England.  Another  friend  of  mine, 
an  attache,  who  dressed  in  the  height  of  the  fashion 
as  a  sportsman,  and  talked  of  the  great  things  he 
did  in  his  own  distant  country  and  on  his  own  manor, 
where  he  had  game  great  and  small,  got,  I  believe, 
nothing  during  the  season  out  of  our  manor,  which 
was  overworked,  and  over  which  every  species  of 
ground  or  winged  game  became  very  wild. 

I  believed  my  enthusiastic  little  friend's  shooting 
stories  on  his  own  manor,  as  little  as  I  did  one  thing 
which  he  told  me  he  did  before  he  went  out  shooting. 
I  am  afraid  his  imagination  sometimes  ran  away  Avith 
him.  He  dined  with  me  one  night,  in  order  to  make 
out  our  plans  for  a  shooting-party  the  next  day.  After 
coffee,  the  servant  brought  him  a  liqueur-glass,  and 
some  'Glenlivat.'  For  a  wonder,  at  first  he  admitted 
he  did  not  know  what  it  was.  For  a  wonder,  for  he 
generally  knew  everything.  I  told  him  it  was  a  first- 
rate  species  of  whisky,  which  a  friend  of  mine  had 
sent  me  from  Scotland,  and  I  added  that,  if  he  did  not 
know  it,  he  must  be  cautious,  for  it  was  very  strong. 
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'Oh!  de  whisky,' he  said.  'Si  je  le  connais !  Cer- 
tainment;'  and  he  added,  '  J'en  bois  quelque  fois 
quatorze  yerres  avaut  d'aller  a  la  chasse  dans  mon 
pays.'  'I  drink  fourteen  glasses  in  the  morning  before 
I  go  out  shooting  in  my  country ; '  and  he  tossed  off 
the  Avhole  glass.  You  may  conceive,  if  you  can,  the 
extraordinary  effect. 

I  thought  he  would  hare  burst ;  I  thought  his  whole 
inside  would  have  been  turned  out.  He  coughed,  he 
twisted,  he  writhed ;  but  even  then  he  did  not  admit 
that  he  was  deceived,  and  knew  nothing  about  it.  He 
merely  owned  '  It  certainly  was  strong ;  and  had  gone 
down  the  wrong  way  ! '  I  knew  he  had  not  got  over  it 
when  I  called  the  next  morning,  to  take  him  over  to 
our  manor  for  our  day's  sport.  He  said  nothing,  and 
I  said  nothing.  We  had  our  walk.  I  shot  little,  but 
he  shot  nothing. 

I  was  always  amused  at  the  little  man;  for  as  he 
knew,  as  he  thought,  everything,  he  would  try  every- 
thing ;  and  he  entered  into  our  Christmas  games  with 
great  enthusiasm.  I  showed  him  how  to  put  one  foot 
against  the  wall,  and  to  turn  round  and  jump  over  it 
without  moving  it  from  the  wall.  He  tried  it,  caught 
his  leg,  and  tumbled  on  his  knees.  I  showed  him  how 
to  spring  from  the  wall  by  his  forehead,  with  his  hands 
tied  behind  him,  and  he  tumbled  upon  his  nose.  He 
bobbed  for  apples  in  a  tub  of  water,  and  then  pulled 
one  with  his  teeth  from  a  pyramid  of  flour.  The  result 
every  one  knows.  He  followed  us,  as  we  showed  him 
how  to  sit  cross-legged  on  a  broomstick,  placed  on  two 
chairs,  over  a  swinging,  large  washing-basket,  resting 
with  a  stick  on  the  ground,  with  which  he  was  to  knock 
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off  four  gloves  on  the  corners  of  the  chairs.  He  tried, 
like  a  man,  but  always  fell,  without  securing  one  glove, 
into  the  washing-basket ;  and  he  caused  as  much  fun  to 
us  as  did  the  old  knight  in  their  washing-basket  to  the 
]Merry  Wives  of  Windsor.  And  so  he  went  on  :  always 
amused  and  amusing. 

He  was  delighted  when  we  gave  him,  at  his  request, 
what  he  called  an  English  '  Blumboudin  ; '  and  it  was 
brought  to  the  table  in  flaming  excellence.  And  when 
we  came  to  the  snap-dragon,  and,  afterwards,  the  salt 
and  the  white  night- caps,  he  went  into  ecstasy,  and 
said  he  should  introduce  all  these  games  when  he  went 
to  his  own  place  the  next  winter.  Great  geniuses  are 
said  to  clash ;  and  so  it  seemed  here,  for  his  words  had 
been  almost  anticipated  by  a  certain  Will  Shakespeare, 
from  whom  I  am  sure  he  did  not  take  them — 

'  Let  us  every  one  go  home, 
And  langli  this  sport  o'er  by  a  country  fire.' 

I  do  not  know  what  has  become  of  my  friend.  A 
little  time  back,  I  saw  he  was  appointed  as  ambassador 
to  some  court. 

I  wish  he  would  come  to  England,  and  talk  over 
'  merry,  merry  days '  at  Hanover.  Should  these 
'Reminiscences'  chance  to  meet  his  eye,  I  hope  he 
will  not  be  offended  at  my  recording  some  of  his 
exploits. 

Each  man  at  the  chasse  seemed  hung,  not  in  chains, 
but  in  straps  ;  a  thick  one  from  the  right  shoulder 
carried  a  long,  curious-looking,  sack-like  article,  made 
from  the  whole  skin  of  a  badger,  in  which  was  placed 
a  horn  with  powder,  a  bag  for  shot,  often  with  an  old 
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pipe-bowl  for  measure  (there  were  no  breech-loaders 
and  cartridges  in  those  days),  a  quantity  of  old  paper 
for  ramming  doAvn,  a  box  of  copper-caps,  a  piece  of 
cord,  and  a  many-bladed  knife ;  a  dirty  old  pocket- 
handkerchief,  and  some  extra  mittens,  some  bread  and 
cheese,  and  last,  but  certainly  not  least,  a  German 
sausage  ;  hanging  low  and  very  uncomfortably,  one 
would  think,  and  all  jumbled  together,  so  that  the 
operation  of  loading,  diving  into  the  heterogeneous 
mass,  and  drawing  out  one  after  another  the  necessary 
ingredients — if  they  may  so  be  called — of  the  charge 
became  a  tedious  matter.  When  it  was  done,  and 
measured  by  the  fingers  on  the  ramrod,  probably 
one  barrel  had  twice  as  much  paper  (wadding),  torn 
off  indiscriminately  from  the  piece,  and  half  as  much 
more  shot  (measured  generally  in  the  palm  of  the 
hand)  than  the  other ;  but  these  were  quite  minor 
considerations,  not  supposed  to  interfere  with  the 
range,  or  to  give  apprehension  of  bursting. 

There  was  anotlier  strap  coming  from  the  left 
shoulder  and  crossing  the  other  on  the  breast,  from 
which  was  suspended  a  formidable  hanger,  really  a 
useful  article  in  case  of  conflict  Avith  some  wounded 
wild  boar.  The  invariable,  indispensable  vridc-mecum 
hung  round  the  neck  by  a  cord,  handy  for  the  mouth, 
and  able  to  be  dropped  without  danger  of  breaking,  in 
case  of  any  sudden  emergency  (always  announced  by 
shrieks  from  the  bevy  of  beaters)  of  preparation  for 
small  game,  or  defence  against  infuriated  large  game. 
The  tobacco-pouch  hung  from  another  coloured  cord, 
with  tassel  and  picker,  round  the  neck,  and  in  this  was 
always    a   day's  supply,    which   even   in    these    times 
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would  astonish  a  non-smoker.  ]\[any  carried  under 
their  left  arm  another  square-netted  string  bag,  with 
knots  and  loops  for  the  heads  of  their  private  game. 

From  the  neck  again  hung  a  large  extra  pair  of 
woollen  gloves  Avithout  fingers,  gladly  draAvn  on 
when  a  halt  was  called,  probably  in  the  open,  for 
about  an  hour,  while  the  beatei-s  made  their  circle 
and  finished  their  drive.  xVnd  lastly,  to  complete 
this  winter  costume  of  one  of  the  hunting-i^i\xi\ ,  a 
large  strap  round  the  waist  held  a  muff,  which  rested 
on  the  protuberance  before,  and  at  which  I  laughed 
exceedingly  when  I  first  saw  my  friend  appear,  but 
envied  him  exceedingly  when  I  had  been  standing  for 
an  hour  or  so  on  the  watch  for  the  game  which  did  not 
come,  with  a  cutting  easterly  wind  and  a  thermometer 
about  8°  Fahrenheit.  That  was  with  us  the  worst  sort 
of  weather  we  experienced  in  northern  Germany  ;  the 
blasts  from  the  Russian  steppes  cut  through  everything 
except  muffs  and  skins,  whereas  when  the  mercury 
went  to  our  zero,  and  even  lower,  it  was  always 
charming  weather,  clear,  sunshiny,  still  and  exhilarat- 
ing ;  but,  as  we  could  not  order  this  when  fixing  the 
day  of  ovu*  chasse,  we  were  always  obliged  to  prepare 
for  the  worst,  and,  after  my  first  day's  experience,  I  was 
glad  to  follow  my  friend's  example,  and  to  dress  as  the 
others  did  even  to  the  muff. 

There  were  also  other  paraphernalia  besides  those  I 
have  mentioned,  fla])S  from  the  caps  for  the  ears,  heavy 
comforters  round  the  neck,  Hungarian  untanned  skin 
coats,  with  variegated  ornaments  in  many  coloured 
worsted,  and  often  with  tlie  arms  of  the  noble  baron 
who  wore  them,  as  if  he  were  a  herald  of  old  :  there 
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were  Bulgarian  embroidered  stockings  of  a  sort  of  felt 
cloth  coming  well  over  the  knees,  with  short  boots  of 
untanned  hide,  with  the  fur  inside  ;  some  also  wore 
goggles  against  the  sleet  (a  very  sensible  thing  too), 
and  really  with  all  their  accoutrements  they  looked 
something  between  Robinson  Crusoe  and  the  diver  of 
the  Polytechnic. 

The  first  time  I  went  out  in  the  winter,  I  was  not 
prepared  with  furs,  and  having  no  idea  that  double 
and  treble  woollen  clothes  will  not  keep  out  a  wet 
blast  from  the  east,  I  could  not  hold  out,  and  after  an 
hour's  waiting  at  my  post  in  the  open,  where  there  was 
nothing  but  a  ditch  in  which  I  could  only  shelter  one 
part  of  my  body,  I  committed  what  seemed  to  be  con- 
sidered a  terrible  breach  of  the  rules  by  moving,  with 
my  young  brother,  a  cadet  in  the  Woolwich  Academy, 
onwards  out  of  the  line,  about  one  hundred  yards  in 
front,  to  a  pile  of  turf,  behind  which  we  took  shelter ; 
but,  by  doing  this,  my  brother  got  a  shot  at  a  hare 
which  might,  perhaps,  if  he  had  not  killed  it,  have 
gone  on  to  my  neighbour  to  the  right,  and  have  fallen 
to  his  gun. 

Of  course  I  saw  this  when  it  was  remarked  to  me  at 
the  end  of  the  drive  by  the  old  gentleman  who  had 
waited  patiently  in  the  cold  for  more  than  an  hour, 
and  had  not  fired  off  his  gun.  The  hare  was  going  in 
his  direction.  I  made  an  abject  apology,  which  was 
most  kindly  accepted.  After  shooting  this  hare,  which 
certainly  by  rights  ought  to  have  been  left  to  his 
neighbour,  I  saw  my  young  brother  rush  up  to  his 
neighbour  and  excitedly  ask  for  something,  which 
seemed  to  be  supplied,  and,  upon  asking  what  he  had 
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done,  I  heard  that  in  his  liiirry  in  tlie  morning^,  after 
filling  his  powder-flask,  lie  had  left  the  unscrewed  to}) 
with   the  measure  on  the  table  at  home. 

In  great  delight  at  hitting  his  first  shot  at  a  German 
shooting-party,  and  without  a  thought  of  taking  the 
bread  out  of  another  sportsman's  mouth,  he  ran  up  to 
his  old  neighbour — when  he  found  he  had  no  means  of 
loading  again,  and  of  being  ready  for  the  beaters,  who 
were  drawing  near  and  might  stir  more  game — and  he 
said  (as  he  told  me), 

'  Here,  old  chap,  make  haste,  give  us  some  "  pulver," 
will  you  ? '     One  of  the  few  words  of  German  he  knew. 

Most  kindly  the  old  gentleman  dived  into  his  long 
bag  and  emptied  a  charge  of  powder  into  my  young 
brother's  gun,  who  just  knew  enough  to  say,  '  Danke, 
old  fellow,'  and  rushed  back  to  his  place. 

When  he  told  me  this,   I  asked  in  horror, 

'  Don't  you  know  who  that  is  ?  Why,  that  is  the  old 
Minister  of  War,  Count ' 

'How  should  I  know  the  old  chap,'  said  the  lad, 
'in  that  toggery?  Why,  I  thought  he  was  some  old 
clod  ' 

Of  course  I  had  to  repeat  my  apology  and  explana- 
tion, and  brought  the  young  cadet  to  speak  for  himself 
to  the  old  general,  and  nothing  could  have  been  kinder 
than  the  dear  old  man's  manner,  and  encouragement 
and  advice  to  the  bewildered  embryo  of  his  profession. 
'  He  liked  to  see  his  spirit,  and  he  counselled  him  in 
perfect  English  to  go  on  and  prosper  as  a  sportsman, 
and  he  hoped  he  vrould  have  the  chance  that  day  of 
testing  his  shooting,  and  perhaps  his  courage,  by  tack- 
ling a  good  old  tusker.' 
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'All  soldiers  ought  to  be  sportsmen,  not  only  for 
amusement  in  Avild  quarters,  but  as  good  training  for  the 
duties  and  difficulties  of  the  field  in  campaigning  life.' 

We  went  home  early  that  day,  carrying  our  single 
trophy.  Having  no  furs,  we  could  not  stand  the  cold, 
and  so  we  did  not  wait  for  the  last  drive.  We  left  the 
old  count  sitting  in  his  ditch,  with  his  head  just  above 
the  bank,  girded  like  an  old  mummy,  and  apparently 
insensible  to  the  cutting  wind,  his  gun  at  his  side,  his 
hanger  stuck  in  the  ground  in  case  of  attack,  patience 
itself,  with  the  eternal  soothing,  not  to  say  stupefying, 
pipe  in  his  mouth. 

We  heard  afterwards  they  killed  three  foxes,  sundry 
hares,  a  couple  of  roe,  and  a  duck  or  two,  not  to 
mention  a  few  little  birds,  and  so  they  were  well  con- 
tented, having  realised  more  than  a  victim  for  each  gun 
(what  will  present  battue-shooters  think  of  this  ?),  and 
paid  the  expenses  of  their  day's  sport,  scven-and- 
sixpence  being  about  the  market  price  for  a  roe,  and 
three-and-sixpence  each  for  the  foxes,  which  were  much 
in  demand  for  schoolboys'  caps,  and  pouches,  and  gloves. 

I  was  glad  afterwards  that  no  fox  came  near  me.  I 
mio-ht  have  been  tempted — no  doubt  I  should  have 
been  tempted — to  draw  my  trigger.  Now  I  can  thank- 
fully record  that  I  never  imbrued  my  hands  in  the 
blood  of  this  noted  animal  by  committing  the — to  us — 
horrible  crime  of  shooting  him,  Nothing  of  that  sort 
lies  upon  my  conscience.  I  do  not  deny,  but  of  course 
rather  glory  in  it,  that  I  have  joined  in  many  a  who-oop  ! 
in  Old  England,  but  that  was  when  the  general 
marauder  of  many  months  got  his  deserts  at  last ;  and 
the  general  verdict  was,  '  sarved  him  right.' 


CHAPTER  XV. 

A  day's  partridge-shooting  with  the  land-baron— FIDO,  THE 
RUSSIAN  POINTER— THE  COVEY  IN  THE  FURROW— A  LITTLE 
BANTER— MR.  BLIGH's  SPORT  WITH  HIS  GERMAN  COUNT— THE 
keeper's  POT  SHOT — THE  COUNT'S  LUNCHEON — CRYSTALLISED 
SLUGS — ENGLISH   SHOOTING  AND   KEEPER. 

Once,  and  only  once,  I  accepted  an  invitation  from  a 
kind  old  land-baron  to  drive  fourteen  miles  to  take  part 
in  a  partridge-shooting  expedition  on  his  estate.  We 
arrived  a  quarter-of-an-hour  before  the  time  appointed, 
and  found  our  hearty  old  friend  already  on  the  look-out 
for  us,  and  he  gave  us  a  good,  Wardle-like  welcome ; 
shooters — much  in  the  costume  I  have  already  described, 
barring,  in  the  milder  season,  the  muffs,  mittens,  and 
comforters — and  keepers,  and  beaters  were  all  ready 
for  the  start. 

There  was  also  a  dog,  such  as  I  had  never  seen  before, 
with  a  double  nose  and  a  very  short  tail,  cut  off,  as  I 
was  told,  because  it  tired  him  wagging  in  a  long  day 
— a  long-haired,  wiry  grey  beast — something,  as 
appeared  to  me,  between  a  lurcher  and  a  bull-dog. 
j\[y  old  friend  told  me  he  was  a  thoroughbred  Russian 
pointer. 
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What  the  dog  was  capable  of,  I  cannot  say ;  for  he 
certainly  had  not  a  chance  of  making  a  point,  and,  as 
to  ranging,  he  was  never  given  the  opportunity,  for,  if 
he  attempted  to  go  more  than  ten  yards  from  his 
master,  there  was  a  constant  shout,  'Fido'  (what  a 
name  for  a  pointer!)  '  zu-r-r-r-iick,  verfluchter  Kerl, 
zu-r-r-r-iick,  du  kriegst's,  du  Satan,  zu-r-r-r-iick — horst 
du  wohl,  zu-r-r-r-iick ! '  ('  Come  back,  cursed  rascal, 
come  back ;  you'll  catch  it,  you  Satan,  come  back — do 
you  hear,  come  back ! ')  No  doubt,  if  there  had 
been  any  birds,  this  shouting  would  have  driven  them 
away. 

We  had  walked  about  two  hours  and  seen  nothing. 
We  spread  out  over  the  field.  I  was  on  one  extremity, 
Fido  and  his  vociferating  master  on  the  other  side.  I 
spied  a  covey  of  red-legged  running  in  a  furrow  ;  it  was 
within  shot,  and  I  hastened  on  to  put  it  up,  but  it  merely 
ran  on  and  on,  and  at  last  got  up  out  of  shot. 

I  came  in  for  not  a  little  banter  from  our  host 
'  because  I  was  not  sportsman  enough  to  make  a  bag 
when  I  had  the  opportunity.  I  might  have  killed  most  of 
them,  and  now  perhaps  we  should  never  see  them  again ;' 
it  was  not  likely  that  they  would  be  coaxed  back  that 
evening,  hoAvever  quiet  we  were,  and  his  neighbour,  an 
enemy,  always  on  the  watch  when  we  had  a  shooting- 
party,  might  put  them  in  the  pot  that  very  evening. 
But  no,  there  was  hope  still ;  hark  !  there  was  a  cry,  a 
sort  of  view-halloa,  and  a  boy  was  seen  running  at  full 
speed.  His  father  (one  of  the  scouts,  posted  on  a  hill 
to  stop  and  turn  birds,  if  possible,  on  the  edge  of  the 
manor)  had  marked  the  covey  down.  It  was  still  on 
Herr  Baron's  land. 
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Xow  there  was  a  council  of  Avar  ;  the  matter  was 
tliscusseJ — though  the  birds  were  nearly  a  mile  oiF — 
with  bated  breath  and  almost  in  a  whisper.  We  must 
surround  them  ;  four  guns  surround  them  !  Take  up  our 
positions  at  the  corners  of  the  field,  and  walk  up  to 
each  other  with  guns  at  full  cock. 

It  took  some  time  to  carry  out  the  order ;  one  by 
one  we  got  to  our  places,  and  then  the  signal  was  given. 
Stealthily  we  marched  towards  each  other— the  birds 
in  the  hot  sunny  day  lay  wondrously  well ;  we  had  them 
ill  our  middle.  When  we  were  facing  each  other,  about 
a  couple  of  hundred  yards  apart,  they  rose  near  me, 
but  flew  straight  at  one  of  the  ministers  in  the  other 
corner.  I  could  not  shoot  for  fear  of  hitting  his 
excellency.  His  excellency  fired  both  barrels,  and — 
missed. 

Xow  they  were  followed  with  anxious  eyes  ;  they 
flew  over  a  couple  of  fields,  and  then  got  lower  and 
lower,  and  seemed  about  to  settle.  '  Da,  da,'  whispered 
our  host,  witli  outstretched  hand  following  the  birds, 
and  '  Da,  da,'  accompanied  the  movement  every  time 
they  seemed  about  to  settle.  At  last  he  marked  them 
down,  and  with  an  air  of  deep  earnestness,  whispered 
again,  '  Da,  da,  nun  sitzen  sie '  ('  Xow  they  are  down  '). 

Of  course  I  had  only  one  idea — to  follow  them.  But 
no,  the  birds  were  down.  Xow  was  the  shooters'  time 
— for  lunch.  Down  they  sat,  unbuckled  all  the  para- 
phernalia, pulled  out  the  sausage  and  clasp-knives,  and 
after  a  quarter-of-an-hour's  food  discussion,  in  which 
curiously  enough  I  came  in  again  for  the  banter, 
because  I  had  not  shot  at  first  and  bagged  half  the 
covey,  instead  of  the  Minister,  who  seemed  to  me  to 
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deserve  it  more,  for  he  had  shot  both  barrels,  aud  liad 
missed  them. 

Sausages  being  despatched,  pipes  were  drawn  out,  and 
the  party  began  to  look  at  their  noses  and  smoke  the 
calumet  in  silence.  I  was  amused  and  by  no  means 
offended  at  the  good-natured  innuendoes  of  the  pastor  s 
remissness  in  letting  off  the  covey.  The  pipes  soothed 
everything,  and  the  horns,  which  went  round  freely, 
filled  with  I  really  do  not  remember  what  liquor,  con- 
duced to  make  all  go  'merry  as  a  marriage  bell,'  and  I 
began  to  think  and  almost  to  hope  that  we  had  done 
enough  for  this  hot  day,  when  our  host  jumped  up  like 
a  young  one,  and  said, 

'  AUons,  mes  amis,  en  avant  raarchons.  We  must  not 
let  the  covey  off.  We  shall  have  them  now.  They  are 
all  down  there.  They'll  lie  close  in  the  afternoon  sun. 
We  must  circumvent  them  as  before.' 

'  'Twas  said,  and  'twas  done.'  We  made  the  round  ; 
we  took  our  places  at  the  extremities ;  Ave  moved  on 
and  on,  guns  in  hand  at  full-cock  ;  we  came  nearer  and 
nearer  :  we  came  close  ;  we  threw  up  our  guns  on  our 
shoulders. 

Some  laughed,  some  swore,  'Potztausend.'  The 
birds  were  flown,  or  had  strayed.  The  covey  must  have 
gone  over  the  boundary.  It  was  lost  for  the  day, 
perhaps  for  ever;  for  their  neighbour  might  pot  it. 
What  was  to  be  done  ?  There  was  another  hour. 
The  spinny  must  be  tried.  '  En  avant,  mes  amis  ! '  was 
again  the  cry.  Our  old  host  led  the  way,  panting  with 
excitement,  and  running  down  with  perspiration.  Close 
upon  his  heels  we  folloAved.  A  brook  and  marsh  seemed 
to  stop  the  way,  but  there  was  no  question  of  seeking  a 
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ford.  'Accoutred  as  he  was,  he  plunged  in,' over  his 
ankles  ;  we  followed  suit. 

The  beaters  were  sent  into  the  thicket,  the  guests 
were  posted  without.  Bang,  bang  went  four  barrels, 
and  a  roe  was  the  victim.  There  was  a  supply  for  the 
house,  and  our  host  was  satisfied!  Bang,  bang  again 
from  four  barrels,  and  a  fox  was  carried  out  by  a 
a  keeper  in  triumph.  Our  host  was  elated.  Two  or 
three  more  head  of  small  game,  or  at  least  'birds,' 
and  our  first  day's  ^j'a^/'^rif^^c-shooting  was  at  an  end. 
It  was  'lucus  a  non,'  for  partridge  there  was  none 
in  the  bag. 

I  told  this  story  to  our  minister,  Mr.  Bligh,  when 
I  got  home,  and  he  capped  it  by  saying  that  a  few^  days 

before  he  was  shooting  with  a  friend  of  his.  Count . 

They  were  also  ranged  in  line — five  guns,  including  the 
head-keeper,  with  his  double-barrel.  When  they  moved 
on,  all  of  a  sudden  the  keeper  rushed  forward,  actually 
in  front  of  him  (Mr.  B.),  shot  and  killed  six  partridges, 
which  he  had  seen  running  down  between  the  turnips. 

Count came  up,  and  slapped  Mr.   Bligh  on  the 

shoulder,  saying, 

'  There's  a  keeper  for  you !  What  a  sight  he  has ! 
He  spied  the  whole  covey  moving,  and  killed  half  of 
them.' 

'Well,'  said  Mr.  Bligh,  'I  can't  join  in  complimenting 
your  keeper.  In  our  country,  they  don't  carry  guns 
when  guests  are  there,  and  certainly,  if  they  did, 
would  never  take  a  shot  from  one  of  their  master's 
party.' 

'  Oh !  but  yoio  didn't  see  them ;  you  might  have  lost 
them  ;  et  six  a  la  fois,  mon  ami,  six  a  la  fois ! ' 

K  2 
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The  incidents  of  Mr.  Bligb's  day  and  ours  were 
somewhat  similar.  The  bag,  as  to  head  of  game, 
barring  the  keeper's  pot-shot,  about  equal,  averaging 
one  head  for  each  gun.  But  he  beat  us  in  one  point, 
for  while  our  land-baron  only  gave  us  sausage  in  the 
open,  his  count  took  his  party  back  to  the  Schloss  for 
reo-ular  luncheon,  where,  in  addition  to  other  delicacies, 
there  was  a  large  dish  of  pounded  sugar  in  the  middle 
of  the  table,  in  which  were  moving  some  nondescript 
forms,  proved  upon  close  inspection  to  be  black  and 
yellow  slugs  from  the  woods,  mingling  their  slime  with 
the  sugar  as  they  crawled  and  crystallised  themselves 
into  a  struggling  mass.  They  were  to  be  eaten,  '  All 
alive  oh,'  like  oysters,  by  the  count's  consumptive 
daughter,  and  by  any  others  who  liked  to  try  a  novel 
experiment.  The  real  animals  were  said  to  be  more 
efficacious  than  the  '  Schnecken  Saft '  (snail  juice)  sold 
by  the  chemists  for  persons  of  weak  chests  or  lungs. 
Chacun  a  son  gout! 

The  above  recorded  '  creta  notanda  dies '  was  my 
first  and  last  participation  in  any  ^^ar^^nV/^e-shooting 
expedition  (so  called)  on  a  German  land-baron's  estate. 
The  game  certainly  was  not  worth  the  candle,  par- 
ticularly to  one  who  had  been  accustomed,  as  I  had, 
to  some  of  the  best,  if  not,  at  that  time,  the  best 
shooting  in  England ;  for  I  was  curate  at  Weston 
Colville  before  I  went  to  Hanover,  the  parish  of 
Colonel  (afterwards  General)  Hall ;  and  I  was  con- 
stantly invited  to  his  great  days.  After  them  I  always 
had  more  game  given  me  than  the  produce  of  a  whole 
day's  sport  over  the  German  Baron's  manor.  My 
curate's  larder  was  a  sight  during  the  whole  winter, 
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for  the  colonel's  order  to  his  keeper  at  the  end  of 
the  day  was  always,  'Take  two  brace  of  pheasants, 
two  brace  of  hares,  and  six  couple  of  rabbits  up  to 
Mr.  Wilkinson's.' 

I  may  here  mention  that  his  head-keeper  at  that 
time — whom  many  now  alive  may  remember — was  a 
character,  spoilt  perhaps  by  the  great  sums  given 
him  by  the  guests,  from  dukes  downwards.  He  was 
independent  commander-in-chief  on  shooting  days  over 
all  comers,  and  each  vied  with  the  other  to  get  a 
good  place  from  the  autocrat. 

Many  no  doubt  have  heard,  but  history  has  nowhere 
recorded,  as  far  as  I  know,  in  black  and  white,  a  noted 

arrangement  by  which  Mr,  ,  without  meaning  any 

impudence,  but  in  his  characteristic  way,  gave  his 
orders  one  day  to  the  attending  guests.  'Now,  my 
lord,  you'll  please  to  go  with  this  man;  and  you, 
my  lord,  with  that ;  and  now,  you  two  dukes,  you 
come  along  o'  me ; '  and  after  posting  them,  and 
finding  that  one  was  not  shooting  well,  he  said  to 
his  under-keeper,  'There — there— there — there's  that 
fellow  in  the  wide-awake '  (one  of  the  dukes)  '  missing 
again.  Move  him,  Bill ;  he  ain't  no  use  in  that  'ere 
hot  corner.' 

Now,  great  man  as  he  was,  and  very  imperious  to 
many,  and  particularly  to  my  rector,  who  once,  in 
his  hurry,  shot  a  favourite  pied  pheasant,  which,  before 
starting,  he  had  due  command  to  spare  (a  crime  Avhich 
the  commander-in-chief  of  the  shooting  never  forgot  or 
forgave),  to  me — whom  his  master,  having  known  me 
from  my  childhood,  always  called  Charley,  and  evidently 
favoured— he  was  most  patronizing,  and  always  put  me 
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ill  a  good  place.     T  offered  him  a  sovereign  after  the 
first  great  day  of  the  year,  and  said, 

'Remember,  I  am  not  Duke  of  this,  or  Lord  that, 
but  only  simply  the  Colonel's  curate,  and  you  must  not 
expect  this  again.' 

'  Lor'  bless  ye,  sir,'  he  said,  patting  me  on  the  back, 
'  don't  mention  it— don't  you  go  for  to  give  me  nothink  ;' 
but  at  the  same  time  he  scraped  the  golden  coin  out  of 
my  hand  and  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

I  took  the  hint,  and  gave  him  nothing  afterwards 
during  the  whole  season,  and  still  always  found  him 
friendly  and  patronizing ;  and  though  I  do  not  think 
he  ever  came  to  church,  saying,  upon  the  remonstrance 
I  ventured  to  make  now  and  then,  '  Lor '  bless  ye,  sir,  I 
knows  my  duty.  I  must  look  after  my  master's  game, 
especially  on  Sundays,  when  the  poachers  is  about,' 
still  we  always  remained  the  best  of  friends,  and 
certainly  on  recreation  days  in  the  shooting-field  it 
was  most  fortunate  for  me  to  have  such  a  patron. 

Having  had  such  experience  of  keepers  and  shooting 
in  England,  I  was  really  interested  in  having  an 
opportunity  of  comparing  the  modes  of  proceeding 
on  the  part  of  our  cousins  in  Germany,  and  I  was 
thankful  to  my  old  friend  for  giving  me  the  chance 
of  seeing  such  s'poTt  on  that  September  day.  I  felt 
then  'hac  olim  meminisse  juvabit,'  and  I  have  often 
talked  over  and  enjoyed  the  recollection  of  the  chase 
of  the  covey.  I  considered  myself  privileged,  for  cer- 
tainly '  non  cuivis  contingit ; '  but  with  that  experience 
there  will  be  little  surprise  that  I  had  no  wish  to  drive 
thirteen  miles  for  such  pleasure  again. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  AUSTRIAN  MIXISTER — PLENTY  OF  MATTER— HIS  EXCELLENCY'S 
FORMULA — VILLA  ROSA — HIS  MAJESTY  HITS  A  BLOT — VILLA 
STINKA — SAD  LOT  OF  A  DEAR  OLD  COUPLK — THE  JAGER- 
SOLDIER'S  style — 'WALKED  AWAY  WITH  DEATH' — PROTES- 
TANTS AND  CATHOLICS — WE  HOLD  TO  OUR  BIBLE — PUNCH'S 
ADVICE   APPROVED   OF. 

We  had  a  charming  old  minister  from  iViistria,  a  noble- 
man of  ancient  family  and  of  the  old  school,  with  rings 
in  his  ears,  and  a  paving-stone  with  all  his  quarterings 
on  his  forefinger,  kind  and  courteous  to  all,  not  likely, 
as  I  should  have  thought,  to  have  astonished  any 
natives,  but  quite  fit  and  dignified  enough  to  represent 
his  country  before  the  troubleous  times  came  on. 
His  attache  told  me  his  excellency  was  exceedinglv 
clever,  and  that,  although  he  knew,  as  I  did,  that  at 
OUT  own  embassy  there  was  little  or  nothing  to  do, 
still  Ids  chef  always  found  matter  for  despatches,  and 
although  he  knew  also,  as  I  did,  from  our  Secretary  of 
Legation  when  acting  charge  d'affaires  in  the  absence 
of  our  minister,  that  there  was  a  difficulty  in  finding 
news  for  our  Foreign  Office  once  a  month,  still  his  old 
Herr  Baron,  he  said,  always  found  matter    to   write 
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about  to  his  Foreign  Office  every  day,  and  generally 
two  foolscap  sheets  of  paper  full,  and  there  was 
nothing  that  was  not   interesting  and  important. 

If  it  be  granted  that  a  man,  who  has  an  inventive 
and  imaginative  mind,  is  a  clever  man,  and  if  this  old 
gentleman  proved  his  inventive  genius  by  making  much 
out  of  nothing  every  day  on  two  foolscap  sheets  of 
paper,  then  he  was  a  clever  man.  I  am  no  logician  or 
mathematician,  I  never  was,  but  I  think  I  may  put 
Q.E  D.  at  the  end  of  that.  I  do  not  pretend  to  be  a 
judge  myself,  for  I  had  little  or  nothing  to  go  upon.  I 
do  not  believe  I  ever  heard  him  say  more  than  one 
sentence  in  my  life,  but  that  was  often  repeated,  and 
pressed  upon  my  recollection.  It  Avas,  '  Ah !  mon- 
sieur, charme  d'avoir  I'honneur  et  plaisir  de  vous  voir.' 

His  excellency  used  to  give  parties  many  and 
sumptuous.  We  always  were  honoured  with  invita- 
tions. The  old  baron  stood  at  the  door,  with  the 
greeting  as  above  to  his  guests.  There  was  no  time 
for  conversation.  The  stream  was  flowing  behind ; 
one  was  obliged  to  move  on  with  it,  and  one  heard,  as 
one  passed  on,  the  same  greeting  to  the  next  friend — 

*  Ah,  monsieur,  charme  d'avoir  I'honneur  et  plaisir 
de  vous  voir.' 

One  heard  a  sort  of  repeated  echoes,  fainter  and 
fainter,  as  one  got  further  into  the  rooms,  with  which 
each  entering  guest  was  greeted — 

'  Ah,  monsieur,  charme  d'avoir  I'honneur  et  plaisir  de 
vous  voir. 

The  old  gentleman  lived  at  rather  a  nice  house  just 
outside  the  town  gates,  which,  from  one  or  two  flower- 
ing bowers,  had  '  Villa  Rosa '  cut  on  the  face  of  it. 
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Unfortunately,  it  was  just  over  the  town  ditch,  into 
Avhich  ran  sundry  drains,  and  little  unpleasant  realities 
■svere  sometimes  seen  on  the  surface,  which  made  us 
think  of  it  as  Houndsditch  or  Dog  Dyke,  and  the 
stencil,  particularly  in  the  heat  of  summer,  when  the 
water  was  low  and  the  sun  very  powerful,  was  some- 
times intolerable.  Horses  actually  were  unwilling  to 
pass  it.  The  old  baron  had  not  full  experience  of  this, 
as  he  was  always  on  leave  during  the  hottest  months  ; 
nor  did  the  king — who  never  drove  that  way,  even  if  he 
remained  in  Hanover  during  the  summer — smell  it  with 
his  own  nose  ;  but  the  report,  perhaps  an  exaggerated 
one,  was  of  course  brought  to  His  Majesty,  and  he 
christened  it   '  Villa  Stinka.' 

It  was  very  good,  and  hit  a  blot  exactly.  I  do  not 
consider  it  was  quite  stamping  on  a  corn,  for  the  old 
king  had  such  a  respect  for  the  good  baron  of  the  old 
school  and  his  charming  wife  that  he  would  never  have 
used  an  offensive  term  to  their  faces  applicable  to  their 
place  and  its  roses,  which  were  rather  their  hobby  and 
their  pride  ;  but  of  course  anything  that  the  king  said 
was  carried  like  wild  fire,  particularly  if  it  seemed  a  good 
thing,  among  the  court  party,  and  the  owners  soon 
learnt  from  some  good-natured  or  ill-natured  friend 
how  the  change  of  name  on  their  favourite  villa  had 
received  the  indelible  impress  of  royalty,  and  I  am  sure 
they  did  not  realise  the  idea 

'  What's  in  a  name  ? 
A  rose  by  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet.' 

Dear  old  couple  !  their  lot  was  sad.  The  baroness 
was  laid  up  with  a  lingering  illness  ;  her  faithful  and 
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devoted  consort  fell  and  broke  his  leg.  Both  lay  for 
weeks  in  different  chambers  in  the  same  corridor, 
unable  to  communicate,  in  pain  and  loneliness.  All 
was  said  to  be  going  well  with  both  of  them,  and 
hopes  were  entertained  that  they  would  soon  get  out 
of  their  rooms,  or  at  least  one  or  the  other,  for  mutual 
care  and  consolation. 

The  old  baron  began  to  receive  his  visitors,  and 
seemed  pleased  to  hear  the  chat  of  the  town,  and  the 
universal  sympathy  with  his  misfortune.  One  of  the 
king's  chamberlains,  a  man  noted  for  gossip,  was  one 
day  sitting  with  him,  and  lively  discussions  were  going 
on  when  the  door  opened,  and  the  jager,  an  old  soldier, 
held  the  latch  with  one  hand,  saluted  with  the  other, 
and,  stiff  as  on  parade,  said  slowly,  but  without  any 
excitement  or  disturbance, 

'  Your  Excellency,  her  Excellency,  the  gracious  lady, 
the  Baroness-consort,  has  just  walked  aAvay  with  death 
(ist  eben  mit  Tode  abgegangen).' 

Poor  old  man  !  he  never  got  over  the  shock.  His 
wife,  a  good  Protestant,  regular  attendant  at  the 
reformed  church,  was  laid  in  the  Protestant  cemeter}-. 
He  pined,  and  in  a  few  weeks  sunk  in  his  despondency, 
and  was  carried  far  away  to  his  estate,  and  was  laid  in 
the  vault  of  his  ancestors,  in  so-called  Catholic  pre- 
cincts, and  R.  I.  P.  was  graven  upon  his  tomb.  Did 
the  priest  console  his  dying  moments,  after  impressing 
'the  peace  which  passeth  all  understanding,'  by  giving 
him  the  hope  that  he  might  look  to  reunion  at  the 
throne  of  grace  with  the  beloved  partner  of  his  earthly 
joys  and  trials?  Did  he  permit  him  to  comfort  him- 
self with  the  Avords,   'I  shall  go  to  her,  but  she  shall 
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not  return  to  me '  ?  I  trow  not.  The  heretic's  bones 
were  not  allowed  to  be  laid  by  his  bones.  '  Tliey  were 
lovely  and  pleasant  in  their  lives,'  but  '  in  their  deaths 
they  were  divided '  by  the  voice  of  the  so-called  in- 
fallible church.  Those  whom  God  had  joined  together 
were  by  man's  presumption  put  asunder — not  only  in 
their  deaths,  but  for  eternity  • 

Out  upon  such  unscriptural  bigotry  and  superstition  ! 

I  had  another  Protestant  friend  in  Hanover  who  was 
married  to  a  Roman  Catholic.  The  respective  families 
were  very  strong  in  their  religious  tenets,  and  stringent 
conditions  were  accordingly  drawn  up  in  reference  to 
any  issue  of  the  marriage.  Boys  were  to  follow  the 
father  and  girls  the  mother.  In  due  time  there  were 
various  little  '  olive  branches  round  about  their  table.' 
The  charming  little  girls  far  predominated  in  numbers, 
and  in  feet,  if  I  remember  right,  tlie  only  son  was  cub 
off  in  early  years.  It  was  a  dreadful  wrench  upon  the 
father's  heart  to  look  upon  his  wife  and  daughters,  to 
whom  he  was  affectionately  attached,  and  to  think,  as 
he  had  been  taught,  that  for  them,  as  being  out  of  the 
pale  of  his  so-called  true  church,  there  was  no  salvation- 
What  was  to  be  done  ? 

His  only  hope  was  in  their  conversion,  and  to  that 
wish  he  devoted  himself  with  ardent,  unremitting 
energy ;  but  every  attempt  was  met  with  '  My  dear,  it 
is  utterly  impossible  ;  we  hold  to  our  Bible,  and  nothing 
more.  We  cant  go  to  you  ;  you  hold  to  the  Bible,  you 
can  give  up  your  tradition  and  come  to  us.' 

'  Come  to  you,  my  dearest !  One  of  my  family  and 
name  turn  Protestant '  You  might  as  well  think  the 
Pope  would  turn  !     It  is  impossible  1     My  dearest,  you 
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must  come  to  us.  You  will  have  the  Holy  Father's 
absolution  for  all  your  Protestant  errors,  you  will  have 
the  benediction  of  the  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ  eusurins: 
your  salvation  for  eternity.  ^ 

*  My  dear,  it  is  impossible  ;  and  indeed,  if  your 
earnest  persuasion  were  ever  to  prevail,  and  you  were 
to  get  my  consent  to  be  enrolled  amongst  your  so-called 
good  Catholics,  you  would  not  like  it ;  you  would  find 
that  you  had  a  wife  bereft  of  her  senses  ;  for,  as  long 
as  I  am  blessed  with  reason,  I  cannot  possibly  believe 
in  winking  Madonnas,  and  marvellous  pictures,  and 
wonder-working  Bambinos,  and  liquefying  blood  of 
Januarius,  and  the  incredible,  laughable  legends  of  the 
Rose  of  Lima  and  Co.,  nor  in  what  our  church  calls 
"  damnable  heresies  and  dangerous  deceits,"  nor  in  any 
of  the  "  fond  things  vainly  invented  and  grounded  upon 
no  warranty  of  Scripture,  but  rather  repugnant  to  the 
word  of  God  "  (Article  22).  My  dear,  it  is  impossible, 
and  I  tell  you  again  and  again  that,  if  you  succeed  in 
my  conversion,  you  would  not  like  it,  for  you  would  be 
linked  for  life  to  a  wife  without  her  senses.' 

The  more  we  hear  and  read  of  such  alliances,  en- 
tailing such  distressing  results,  the  more  I  think  we 
must  approve  of  Punch's  advice  to  persons,  or  at  least 
such  persons,  about  to  marry,  '  Don't.' 
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The  person  we  were  most  intimate  with,  after  the 
members  of  our  own  embassy,  was  the  Dutch  ^Minister. 
He  was  the  son  of  Baron  Dedel,  who  was  for  some 
time  at  Eton,  and  was  afterwards  minister  for  HoHand 
at  tlie  court  of  St.  James's.  Our  baron  had  passed 
many  years  of  his  youth  in  England,  had  heard  so 
much  about  Eton,  knew  so  much  about  Eton,  could 
talk  and  enjoy  the  peculiar  Eton  '  chaff,'  then  called 
'  Snaffle,'  and  could  tell  so  many  stories  about  Eton, 
that,  as  a  joke,  he  sometimes  passed  himself  off  as  one 
of  us,  even  amongst  Eton  fellows. 

He  was  attache  in  London  for  many  years,  spoke 
English  perfectly,  was  a  particular  lover  of  England 
and  all  things  English  ;  he  was  always  clean  shaved,  an 
English  peculiarity  in  those  days,  and  in  fact  he  always 
aped  English  dress  and  manners,  though  I  cannot  admit 
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that  it  was  done  successfully,  for  Stultz  did  not  make  his 
coats,  nor  Jones  his  trousers,  nor  Hoby  his  boots  ;  still 
in  his  way  he  was  thoroughly  English  to  the  backbone,  I 
may  say,  but  not  from  top  to  toe.  For  one  thing  English 
he  certainly  had  not,  and  that  was  the  aristocratic 
arched  foot  under  which  the  water  may  run  without 
wetting  it.  His  was  rather  of  the  round  elephant  type, 
combined  with  the  flat,  duck  style  adapted  to  Dutch 
marshes.  He  always  wore  very  short  trousers,  and 
wrinkled  boots  never  cleaned  above  the  instep.  This 
attracted  the  eye  from  the  distance,  and  drew  attention 
to  the  extraordinary  foot.  We  often  laughed  as  some 
one  applied  the  riddle  (this  was  forty  years  ago,  it  may 
be  a  Joe-Miller  now).  It  was  said  first  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  and  his  grand  deeds  ;  we  applied  it  to  our 
friend  in  another  sense  :  Why  was  Baron  Dedel  like  a 
pigeon  pie  ? — Because  of  his  conspicuous  feats. 

Certainly  Hoby  did  not  make,  and  would  not  have 
made,  the  boots  for  such  feet.  In  fact,  we  were  told 
the  experiment  had  been  tried,  and  Hoby  had  evaded 
the  order.  Hoby  was  noted  for  his  independence,  and 
would  make,  as  the  tailors  would  and  did,  for  such  a 
man  as  Count  D'Orsay  for  nothing;  but  he  was  in- 
different, and  would  find  out  a  way  of  declining  the 
custom  of  those  of  whatever  rank,  whom  Nature  liad 
not  favoured  and  who  would  do  him  no  credit.  Hoby's 
man  took  an  order  one  day  from  a  marching  lieutenant, 
who,  being  in  the  crack  — th  Fusiliers,  considered 
himself  a  swell,  and  thought  he  would  patronise  the 
great  St.  James's  Street  tradesman  ;  but  Nature  had 
given  him  a  hoof  which  not  even  Hoby  could  embellish, 
and  Hoby,  when  he  saw  the  extraordinary  measure,  was 
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determined  to  have  notliing  to  uo  witli  it,  and  played 
Lis  game  so  well,  that  he  made  the  cocky  lieutenant 
give  hi7n  up,  and  so  got  rid  of  the  order  without 
betraying  the  offensive  reason  for  not  carrying  it  out. 

Again  and  again  came  the  lieutenant  to  see  after  his 
boots.  Again  and  again  he  got  the  civil  answer,  '  Very 
sorry,  they  were  not  come  in  from  the  maker's.' 

The  great-little  man  fumed.  Others  came  into  the 
shop,  suited  themselves,  and  walked  off  to  the  Mall  in 
exquisite  articles  to  their  taste  ;  he  could  get  nothing 
done.  Having  fumed  the  first  time,  the  next  time  he 
boiled  over,  and  thought  it  right  to  swear.  All  great 
men  swore  in  those  good  (?)  old  times ;  he  must  swear 
to  show  his  consequence.     He  sent  for  the  master. 

'  By  ,  it  was  d nonsense  ;  it  was  infernal 

laziness,'  etc.,  etc. 

The  polite  great  bootmaker  saw  he  Avas  winning  his 
day ;  he  took  no  offence,  he  lied  not,  he  condescended 
to  no  such  artifice,  his  bow  was  polite,  his  smile  scarcely 
concealed. 

'Very  sorry — great  deal  of  business — boots  have  not 
come  in  from  the  maker's.' 

'Boots  be  d ,'  said  the  lieutenant.     He  would 

not  take  them  now  if  they  were  done.  He  would  never 
deal  at  the  shop  again, 

'Here,  Thomas,'  said  the  imperturbable  ^Nlr.  Hoby, 
'put  up  the  shutters,  it's  all  up  with  us;  Lieutenant 
Stubbs  has  withdrawn  his  custom.' 

In  this  or  in  some  such  Avay,  no  doubt  the  great  Hoby 
had  got  rid  of  the  order  from  our  friend,  even  though 
he  was  a  Dutch  baron.  He  would  have  nothing  to  do 
with  him  at  any  j)rice,   though  he  would  gladly  have 
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made  for  nothing  for  Count  D'Orsay,  or  Lords  Chester- 
field or  Cantilupe.  It  was  said  to  be  an  understood 
thing  that  Stultz,  Hoby  &  Co.  never  sent  in  their  bills 
to  these  exquisites,  who  might  order  what  they  liked. 
And  so  it  was  always  believed  that  D'Orsay,  at  least, 
if  not  the  others,  managed  to  live.  If  D'Orsay  did  not 
pay  for  anything,  still  he  brought  grist  to  the  mill. 
Where  D'Orsay  dealt,  many  of  the  butterflies  of  the  day 
thought  they  must  deal ;  what  D'Orsay  wore  they  must 
wear.  The  prices  were  exorbitant.  Those  who  did 
pay,  paid  more  than  double.  Thus  D'Orsay  was  an 
advertisement  to  the  great  tradesmen.  He  got  them 
customers. 

There  were  no  placarded  men  in  those  days  parading 
the  streets.  The  tradesmen  were  glad  to  get  D'Orsay 
to  ride  about  the  parks  and  show  off  their  respective 
articles.  He  was  the  ne  plus  ultra  of  Fashion — the 
King  of  Dandyism.  Count  D'Orsay  was  their  sandwich- 
man. 

Our  friend,  when  attache  in  London,  had  been  a 
great  friend  of  the  notorious  count ;  but  he  had  not 
profited  by  the  exquisite's  acquaintance  as  far  as  style 
and  fashion  were  concerned. 

The  fact  was,  he  was  strictly  'Dutch  built,'  and  the 
very  best  artistes  of  the  day,  Hoby,  Stultz  «&  Co.,  even 
if  they  had  condescended  to  take  the  foreign  Baron  in 
hand,  could  never  have  made  him  an  Adonis  or  a 
D'Orsay.  However,  he  was  a  sterling  good  fellow. 
English,  I  repeat,  to  the  backbone ;  English  in  all  his 
ways  and  manners,  barring  some  little  peculiarities 
which  a  foreigner  never  thinks  peculiar,  and  conse- 
quently never  gets  over,  and  in  regard  to  which  a  '  faire 
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ladve  '  friend  somewhat  ironically  called  him  '  the  clean 
Dutch  tile.' 

Scarcely  a  day  passed  that  we  did  not  meet  him  in 
the  promenade  between  the  town  and  our  house,  and 
joined  him  in  his  regular  daily  'constitutional,'  which 
was  to  touch  the  harrier  at  the  end  of  the  'Allee,' 
and  drink  a  glass  of  water  from  the  noted  pump  at 
the  palace  of  Herrenhausen. 

He  used  at  times  to  rouse  ns  up  by  some  explosive 
freaks  which  we  did  not  think  in  good  taste,  but  at 
Avhich  he  used  to  laugh  heartily,  as  if  it  were"  a  good 
joke ;  otherwise  we  always  enjoyed  our  walks  with  the 
good  old  fellow,  so  full,  as  he  was,  of  dry  wit  and 
anecdotes,  and  we  lived  with  him  many  years  in  daily 
intercourse,  and  on  terms  of  the  greatest  intimacy, 
always  looking  upon  him  with  real  esteem  and  regard, 
and  quite  recognising  him  as  one  of  our  small  English 
colony. 

Baron  Dedel  was  not  a  rich  man,  but  kind  and  hos- 
pitable ;  his  house  was  small,  and  consequently  his 
dinners  were  small,  generally  four,  never  exceeding 
eight  persons.  There  was  no  grand  show  of  choice 
silver,  or  rarity  of  wines,  as  with  other  ambassadors, 
but  tliey  were  ordinary  family  dinners,  good  enough  for 
any  one,  and  very  sociable,  as  the  conversation  was 
general,  and — the  guests  being  mostly  members  of  the 
diplomatic  body,  who  had  seen  and  heard  a  great  deal 
— interesting  subjects  came  always  on  the  tapis,  and 
there  was  constant  wit,  anecdote,  and  repartee. 

The  striking  curiosity  that  astonished  mo  on  my  first 
invitation  was  that  all  the  party  (we  were  <  nly  six,  and 
all    Excellencies    except    myself),    immediately   upon 
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taking  their  places,  had  extra  napkins  brought  to  them, 
which  they  tucked  under  their  chins,  and  spread  well 
over  their  protuberances.  I  had  certainly  seen  this 
done  once  before  at  a  large  dinner  at  our  minister's, 
but  that  seemed  an  exceptional  case. 

There  was  a  certain  count  of  such  a  size  that  he  was 
nearly  a  yard  from  the  table.  He  was  not  an  old  man, 
but  a  little  Daniel  Lambert.  It  seemed  excusable  in 
him,  for  he  not  only  ate  of  everything,  but  he  ate  from 
beginning  to  end,  as  if  he  was  ravenous,  and  conse- 
quently the  napkin  came  in  for  a  good  quantity,  which 
would  otherwise  have  spoilt  the  extensive  shirt-front 
und  white  waistcoat. 

'Regardez  monsieur,'  said  the  French  attache  who 
sat  next  to  me  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  table — 
'  regardez  comme  il  mange ;  et  jusqu'aux  noix,  mon- 
sieur, jusqu'aux  noix  c'est  la  meme  chose.' 

The  count  certainly  had  need  of  his  napkin,  and  I 
must  freely  admit,  as  age  has  come  on,  and  protube- 
rance has  increased,  I  really  am  noiv,  whatever  my 
astonishment  and  horror  was  then,  often  inclined  to  wish 
that  napkins  appended  in  such  a  way  were  the  fashion 
for  the  old  ones,  and  particularly  the  stout  ones. 

It  was  at  Baron  Dedel's  table  that  I  first  heard  the 
story,  afterwards  Avell  known,  of  the  three  Majesties, 
the  Emperor  of  Russia,  the  Emperor  of  Austria  and 
the  King  of  Prussia,  at  Paris  in  the  time  of  its  occu- 
pation by  the  allied  armies. 

Their  amusement  was  to  walk  about,  entirely  un- 
attended, all  over  the  town,  to  judge  of  life,  as  they 
said,  amongst  the  teeming  populace.  One  day  they 
had  wandered  far,    and   completely  lost   themselves. 
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when  they  pulled  up  a  young  ouvrier,  in  cap  and  blouse, 
and  asked  the  way  to  the  Tuileries. 

'Oh,  j'y  vais  justement,  messieurs,  I  will  be  your 
guide  ; '  and  the  gay  little  fellow  walked  by  their  side, 
chatting  and  chaffing. 

The  monarchs  were  delighted  with  their  lively  and 
intelligent  companion,  and  in  half-an-hour  got  more 
out  of  him  regarding  the  working  classes  (exactly  what 
they  wanted  to  know)  than  they  had  been  able  to  find 
out  through  their  usual  stiflp  channels  of  information 
during  the  whole  time  they  had  been  in  Paris.  After 
a  while,  being  encouraged  to  speak  freely,  their  guide, 
without  any  forward  impertinence,  said, 

'  I  see  Messieurs  are  strangers  at  Paris — may  I 
venture  to  ask  who  you  are?' 

'  Oh,  I'm  the  Emperor  of  Russia,'  said  Alexander. 

'And  I,'  said  Franz,  '  am  the  Emperor  of  Austria.' 

'And  I,'  said  the  third,  '  am  the  King  of  Prussia.' 

'Hah!  hah!  all  right,'  said  the  little  Frenchman; 
'  no  doubt  you'd  like  to  know  who  I  am.  Well,  I'm  the 
Great  Mogul' 

Just  then  they  got  to  the  gate  of  the  palace.  The 
orderly  on  the  watch  rushed  in  and  shouted,  the  guard 
turned  out,  their  Majesties  were  duly  saluted.  The 
thought  flashed  like  lightning  on  the  little  Frenchman. 
It  was  true  ;  he  had  seen  their  pictures  in  the  shop- 
windows.  There  was  no  doubt  about  it,  they  were  the 
Majesties.  He  swept  off  his  cap,  and,  with  '  Votre 
tres  humble  obeissant  serviteur,'  he  bolted  as  fast  as 
his  legs  would  carry  him,  bending  down  and  making 
himself  as  small  as  he  could,  evidently  expecting  the 
sentries  would  be  told  to  fire  upon  him  for  his  imper- 
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tinence.  It  was  said  the  story  was  told  by  Alexander 
himself  at  dinner,  and  like  other  good  sayings — and 
even  bad  ones — that  dropped  from  the  lips  of  royalty, 
it  ran  like  wildfire  through  Paris,  and  through  the 
civilised  world. 

Whether  Franz  saw  and  enjoyed  the  joke,  I  do  not 
pretend  to  say.  Historically  he  is  recorded  as  not 
having  been  overburdened  with  brains  ;  in  fact,  none  of 
the  Hapsburgs  of  olden  times  ever  had  that  credit. 

The  present  emperor  is  a  grand  exception,     I  believe 
he  speaks  fluently  the  languages  of  most  if  not  all  his 
subjects,  Germans,  Italians,  Magyars,  Czechs,   Croats, 
&c.,  and  French  and  English  as  a  matter  of  course. 
He  seems  to  have  discovered,  or  to  have  inherited,  all 
the  talents  of  his  ancestors  which  had  been  long  hidden 
under  a  napkin.     Poor  Kaiser  Franz  I.  could  not  aspire 
to  much,  though  he  certainly  had  followed  the  army, 
and  had  entered  with  the  allies  upon  the  occupation  of 
Paris ;  but,  to  give  him  his  due,  no  doubt  good-nature 
was   his   forte,    and   perhaps,  in  the  case  of  the  old 
paternal  government,  that  was  sufficient.     He  was  not 
expected  to  set  the  Danube  nor  any  other  river  on  fire. 
In  fact,  brains  on  the  part  of  royalty  were  little  thought 
of  before  the  seething  times  that  burst  forth  in  '48. 
'  Good  easy  man '  was  supposed — until  democracy  made 
such  a  forward  spring  out  of  its  compressed  obscurity — 
to   be   sufficient   for   the  throne  of  those  parts,  and, 
perhaps,  of  others.     The  crown  or  '  coronet,  tho'  worn 
by  a  wig-block,  was  the  coronet  still,'  and  received  its 
deference,  such  as  it  was.     The  chancellors  were  auto- 
crats ;  monarchs  were  supposed  to  do  little  but  amuse 
themselves ;  they  were  said  to  live  to  eat  and  drink. 
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' Mais,'  said  a  noted  person,  '  panvres  gens  quest  ce 
qu'ils  ont  a  ftxire  ?     II  faut  qu'ils  mangent.' 

Landes-Vater  Franz  I.  seemed  to  be  a  common 
specimen  of  the  time— at  least,  if  wliat  I  heard  at  the 
Dutch  minister's  table  was  true,  and  it  seemed  to  me 
pretty  good  authority,  as  he  and  others  had  been 
attaches  at  Vienna  when  the  negotiations  took  place 
for  the  settlement  of  Europe  after  the  defeat  and 
imprisonment  of  Napoleon  in  1814. 

It  was  said  that  at  one  very  important  council  which 
the  Emperor  attended,  his  chair  was  not  far  from  the 
window,  and  commanded  a  good  view  of  the  thorough- 
fare through  the  court  of  the  Burg.  His  Majesty 
seemed  much  more  attentive  to  something  outside  than 
he  was  to  Prince  Metternich's  speech ;  but,  when  a 
pause  took  place,  he  evidently  made  a  move  as  if  he 
was  going  to  offer  a  remark,  and  all  of  course  were  duly 
attentive,  Avhen  His  Majesty  said, 

'  It  is  curious,  I  have  been  watching  the  great  traffic 
through  the  palace-yard,  and  I  have  counted  one  hundred 
and  seventy-three  vehicles  that  have  passed  during  the 
short  time  that  the  Prince  Chancellor  has  been 
speaking !  ' 

At  another  council  the  large  maps  of  Europe  were 
on  the  table,  and  all  were  much  interested  in  Prince 
Metternich's  proposals  for  new  boundaries,  and  eagerly 
followed  the  chancellor  while  he  made  his  suggestions 
to  cut  off  here  and  expand  there,  and  restore  many 
provinces  which  had  been  arbitrarily  allotted  to  some  of 
Napoleon's  new  Kinglets.  The  Emperor,  who  had  his  own 
private  atlas,  and  seemed  quite  absorbed  in  the  inter- 
esting subject,  all  of  a  sudden  quickly  clapped  his  book 
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together,  saying,  '  Icli  liob's '  (Ich  habe's)  '  I  have  it.'  All 
turned  to  His  Majesty,  thinking  a  bright  idea  had 
flashed  upon  the  imperial  brain,  and  Prince  Metternich 
A'entured  to  ask  whether  His  Majesty  would  be  graciously 
pleased  to  explain,  and  give  the  court  the  benefit  of  his 
suggestion. 

'  Oh  ! '  said  the  Emperor,  it  was  not  that ;  he  had  no 
suggestion  to  make.  He  had  been  watching  a  tiny 
little  spider  which  had  been  creeping  upon  the  edge 
of  his  book  all  the  time  the  prince  had  been  speaking, 
and  at  last  it  just  turned  the  corner  on  to  the  leaves, 
and  he  clapped  it  up,  and  exclaimed,  'Da  is  er  todt! ' 
(There  he  is  dead.) 

The  same  wiseacre  was  one  day  at  the  garden  of 
some  imperial  relation,  where  he  saw  a  magnificent 
specimen  of  a  bird  that  had  been  shot  at,  slightly 
wounded,  and  taken  in  the  Carpathian  Mountains,  and 
was  now  chained  by  the  leg  to  the  perch. 

'What  is  that? '  said  His  Imperial  Majesty. 

'  That,  Sire,  is  a  grand  specimen  of  the  eagle  tribe.' 

'  What,  a  common  eagle  ? ' 

'No  Sire  ;  the  great  Kaiser-adler.  The  most  stately 
in  Your  Majesty's  dominions.  He  was  wounded,  and 
so  caught.' 

'  Poor  least,  wounded.  Ah  !  yes,  I  see,  he  has  lost  a 
head.' 

'  Pardon  me.  Sire.  He  has  his  usual  complement : 
the  Kaiser-adler  has  only  one  head.' 

'  Ah !  indeed,  the  Kaiser  has  only  one  head !  I 
always  thought  all  eagles  had  two  heads ! ' 

I  need  scarcely  remind  my  reader  of  the  split  or 
spread  eagle  on  the  Austrian  coat-of-arms,   which,  of 
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course,  "was  emblazoned  at  every  turn  of  the  palace, 
and  so  familiar  to  the  imperial  eye. 

At  another  council  all  were  assembled  with  royal 
punctuality  at  the  hour  appointed,  except  one  de- 
faulter, and,  though  only  a  Kinglet,  he  had  proved 
himself  a  man  of  importance  by  his  persistent  opposi- 
tion to  various  matters,  and,  on  one  occasion,  had 
really  for  a  time  put  a  stop  to  all  proceedings.  For 
him  the  commissioners  had  waited  and  waited  with  no 
little  impatience,  and  a  proposition  had  just  been  made 
to  open  the  session  without  His  Majesty,  when  all  of  a 
sudden  the  folding  doors  were  thrown  open,  and  a 
little  round,  puffing  figure  came  rolling  up  the  hall  in 
hot  haste. 

'Ah!  voila,'  said  Talleyrand,  'voiKi  enfin  le  Roi  de 
"Wurtemberg,  qui  vient  ventre  a  terre.' 

Charles  X.,  according  to  one  of  our  French  ministers 
who  gave  us  his  experiences  at  the  Dutch  baron's  table, 
was  a  chip  of  the  royal  block  of  the  old  school,  very 
stiff  and  wooden,  not  to  say  stupid,  and  self-satisfaction 
of  divine  right  personified.  Count  de was  appoint- 
ed to  the  secretary's  post  at  the  embassy  at  Constanti- 
nople, and  appeared  by  order  at  a  private  audience  at 
the  palace  to  take  leave.  It  was  midsummer.  He 
was  presented,  and  made  his  obeisance.  His  Majesty 
said, 

'  Yous-allez  a  Constantinople,  eh  ? ' 
'Oui,  sire.' 

'  Ah  !  vous-aurez  bien  chaud  Ku' 
The  audience  was  at  an  end. 

He  passed  a  year  there,  and  was  promoted  to  St. 
Petersburg.    Upon  his  return  to  Paris,  he  was  honoured 
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by  another  private  audience.  It  Tvas  again  midsummer. 
The  king  said, 

'  Vous-venez  de  Constantinople,  eh  ? ' 

'Oui,  sire.' 

'Ah!  Yous-auriez  du  avoir  bien  ehaud  la.' 

There  was  a  low  bow  and  a  dead  pause.  The  king 
then  said, 

'  jNIaintenant,  vous-allez  a  St.  Petersburg,  eh  ? ' 

'Oui,  sire.' 

'Ah !  vous-aurez  bien  froid  la,'  and  the  audience  was 
again  at  an  end. 

Two  or  three  years  passed,  and  the  troublous  times 
of  July,  1830,  had  occurred.  Louis  Philippe,  the  'old 
pear,'  as  H.  B.  sketched  and  called  him  on  account  of 
the  shape  of  his  head,  or  the  old  fox  as  others  called 
him  on  account  of  the  cunning  of  his  character,  had 
been  called  to  the  throne  as  King  of  the  French, 
usurping,  in  his  vile  ambition,  over  Henri  Y.,  the 
untried  boy,  to  whom,  as  legitimate  heir,  he  might 
have  played  a  nobler  part  by  acting  as  protector 
during  his  minority,  in  order  at  least  to  give  him  a 
chance  of  showing  to  his  subjects  whether  he  was  tit 
to  reign,  or  whether  he  deserved  to  be  shelved  as  one 
of  the  contemptible  race  who  '  had  learnt  nothing,  and 
had  forgotten  nothing.' 

Of  course,  upon  Louis  Philippe's  accession,  all  the 
members  of  the  embassy  appointed  under  the  late 
Q'dgime  were  recalled  from  St.  Petersburg.  Our  count 
was  amongst  them  ;  but  this  time  there  was  no  private 
audience ;  he  only  attended  to  pay  his  homage  on  a 
public  day.  Louis  Pliilippe,  overwhelmed  with  the 
tag-rag  and  bob-tail  of  his  new  court,  had  no  time  to 
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speak  to  any  one,  certainly  not  to  one  of  Charles  X.'s 
appointments,  and  so  the  count  merely  passed  the 
throne  and  bowed  with  the  rest;  but  the  Duke  of 
Orleans,  who  knew  he  had  been  some  years  in  Russia, 
summoned  him  afterwards  to  a  private  audience,  and 
detained  him  between  two  and  three  hours,  making  the 
most  minute  inquiries  upon  the  government  and  laws, 
upon  the  naval  and  military  organization,  upon  the 
privileges  of  the  nobles,  and  peculiar  status  of  the 
serfs,  and,  indeed,  upon  all  the  manners  and  customs 
of  the  Russian  people. 

'There,'  said  the  count,  'was  a  contrast  between 
the  old  and  new  regime  ;  there  was  a  mind  that  seemed 
fit  to  reign,  and  who,'  as  the  count  added,  '  would 
have  devoted  his  high  intellect,  his  whole  self,  to  the 
service  of  his  country.  Such  a  man  even  the  adversaries 
of  his  father  would  have  delighted  to  honour. 

All  knoAv  how  all  this  bright  hope  was  crushed — how 
Avithin  a  few  months  afterwards,  in  the  inscrutable 
decree  of  Providence,  this  noble  youth  was  cut  off  by 
an  untimely  death.  The  bitterest  enemy  of  the  old 
usurper  could  not  have  withheld  his  sympathy. 

So  it  always  Avent  on  at  the  Dutch  baron's  table. 
Interesting  topics  were  the  order  of  the  day  ;  '  mirth 
and  jollity '  always  prevailed  ;  jokes  and  stories  never 
flagged,  or  rather,  I  may  say,  always  flashed  like  flint 
and  steel. 

And  many  a  laugh  we  also  had  together  in  the  very 
small  room  at  the  very  small  table  of  our  own  hospit- 
able minister,  Mr.,  afterwards  Sir  John,  Bligh,  who  at 
those  small  parties — scrap  dinners,  we  used  to  call 
them  after  the  banquets — would  always,  even  in  the 
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hottest  weather,  have  five  where  there  was  scarcely 
room  for  four  to  sit,  with  tliree  servants  where  two 
could  scarcely  move  about,  and  where  the  only  guests 
were  the  Dutch  baron,  George  Edgcumbe,  our  Secretary 
of  Legation,  Richard  Ker,  our  attache,  afterwards  M.P. 
for  Downpatrick,  and  your  humble  servant  who  records 
these  things — alas  !  the  only  surviving  member  of  the 
coterie. 
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THE  FRENCH  MINISTER — SKATING  HIS  HOBBY — A  LONG  ROLL — 
DELIGHTFUL  AND  EXHILARATING — CASIMIR  PERIER — PRIME- 
MINISTER  OF  FRANCE — VISCOUNT  STRANGFORD — A  BAD  OYSTER 
— DEXTEROUSLY  TREATED — LORD  STRANGFORD'S  ADVICE — 
MANY  GERMANS  PREFERRED  A  FLAVOUR — '  DE  PARIS,  MON- 
SIEUR ' — '  SOAPY  SAM  ' — LORD  STRANGFORD'S  QUANDARY — 
HOW   THE   NICKNAME   ORIGINATED. 

I  WAS  very  often  thrown  into  contact  Avitli,  and  passed 
many  hours  in  the  company  of,  the  French  minister, 
but  our  conversation,  as  in  the  case  of  the  other  old 
baron,  was  of  a  very  limited  nature,  though  for  a 
different  reason.  It  was  not  only  chiefly,  but  solely 
upon  the  one  subject  of  skating.  His  excellency  had 
been  some  time  in  St.  Petersburg,  and  of  course  had 
had  practice  to  his  heart's  content.  He  had  learned 
no  figures,  but  confined  himself  entirely  to  the  outside 
roll  backwards  and  forwards,  in  which  he  was  very 
strong.  Hearing  from  our  minister,  who  presented  me, 
that  I  could  do  the  same,  we  had  a  regular  daily 
rendezvous  on  the  ice.  It  was  always  the  same 
friendly  greeting — 'Bon  jour,  monsieur,  beau  temps, 
belle  glace,  allons.'  And  then  I  placed  myself  before 
him,  and  he  took  hold  of  both  my  hands  wath  the  grasp 
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of  a  Tice,  and  as  he  threw  himself  forward  ou  the  out- 
side edge  of  his  right  foot,  I  fell  backward  ou  the  out- 
side edge  of  my  left,  and  so  we  went  on  in  alternate 
long  roll  to  the  end  of  the  meadow  and  back  again,  to 
the  evident  astonishment,  and,  I  believe,  delight  of 
many  of  the  natives,  who  could  not  do  it  themselves, 
and  probably  had  never  seen  it  so  done  before. 

My  partner  was  very  grave  and  serious  over  his  work, 
concentrating  all  his  energies  in  solemn  silence  upon  his 
feat  of  a  straight  course  and  long  and  steady  roll. 
Now  and  then  he  gave  me  an  encouraging  '  Tres  bien  1  ' 
and  I  hope  I  was  not  an  inapt  pupil.  I  am  sure  we 
went  very  well  upward,  when  I  was  pushed  backward, 
and  held  steady  in  the  iron  grasp  of  the  powerful 
skater;  but  I  cannot  pretend  to  think  we  did  this 
Russian  figure  as  well  when  we  came  back,  and  I  had 
to  push  my  far  more  weighty  companion  in  his  back- 
ward step.  The  stroke  certainly  was  not  so  long  nor 
roll  so  steady  then. 

Our  diversion  Avas  most  delightful  and  exhilarating, 
and  it  seems  curious  that  I  have  never  seen  it  practised 
elsewhere.  When  it  was  over,  I  always  had  a  most 
friendly  shake  of  the  hand  with  a  few  words  at  parting, 
but  always  the  same — '  Adieu,  monsieur ;  a  revoir. 
Demain,  apres  midi.'  Of  course  we  had  the  honour  of 
being  invited  to  the  grand  parties  at  the  French 
embassy,  but  then,  flowing  in  with  the  stream,  we  only 
came  in  for  the  common  salutation  of  the  rest  of  the 
company.  I  am  sorry  I  can  give  no  further  account 
of  the  thoughts  and  opinions  of  this  French  minister, 
for  he  became  a  great  man.  He  was  '  Casimir 
Perier.'      Those    energies    which     were    concentrated 
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upon  his  skating  feat  concentrated  upon  other  duties, 
carried  him  to  be  Prime  Minister  of  France. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  characters,  one  of  tlie 
kindest  friends  and  most  amusing  companions  that  I 
had  the  honour  of  meeting  while  I  was  at  Hanover  was 
the  sixth  Viscount  Strangford. 

I  saw  a  great  deal  of  him,  for  a  curious  reason.  He 
staved  with  the  King  at  the  palace  for  weeks  together, 
and  drove  with  the  king  whenever  His  ]Majestj  took  an 
airing ;  but,  for  some  private  reason,  a  royal  carriage 
was  never  put  at  his  lordship's  disposal,  if  the  king 
was  not  well,  and  was  not  going  out  driving.  As  there 
were  seventy  horses  in  the  stable,  it  seemed  very  odd 
that  a  guest  should  be  so  treated  ;  but  according  to  the 
"old  saying,  'It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  any 
good.'  So  here,  I  was  the  gainer,  for  Lord  Strangford 
always  came  to  me,  and  I  drove  him  about,  and  had  the 
benefit  of  his  inexhaustible  fund  of  anecdote  and  wit 
and  humour,  which  he  had  gathered  in  the  various  parts 
of  the  globe  where  he  had  served  as  attache,  minister, 
and  ambassador,  and  from  the  many  and  many  illus- 
trious characters  with  whom  he  had  been  thrown  in 
contact. 

I  remember  his  being  intensely  amused,  and,  as  he  said, 
intensely  horrified  at  me  one  day  at  the  royal  table.  He 
saw  me  in  the  agony  of  having  taken  a  bad  oyster  into 
my  mouth.  He  said  '  I  let  go  as  sharp  as  a  hungry  jack 
does  when  he  has  struck  on  the  moment  a  toad  which 
a  boy  has  thrown  him  instead  of  a  frog ;  but  then  he 
watched  to  see  what  I  should  do.  Of  course  the  jack 
spit  his  venomous  beast  out.  What  was  I  going  to  do? 
^^^lat  could  I  do?     I  could  not  follow  the  jack's  plan  ; 
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I  could  not  jump  up  from  my  place.  Something  must 
be  done  ;  whatever  was  done,  '  'twere  well  it  were  done 
quickly.'  He  was  amused  at  my  decision.  Quick  as 
one  treats  a  cricket-ball  from  the  hand  of  a  swift 
bowler :  half  a  glass  of  sherry,  a  sharp  bolt,  and  the 
other  half  glass  of  wine,  and  thing  was  done,  and  '  well 
done,'  as  he  told  me  afterwards ;  but  he  added, 

'  My  good  fellow,  I  was  astonished  at  you  ;  having 
dined  so  often  at  the  palace,  surely  you  ought  to  have 
known  better.  You  ought  to  have  been  prepared  for 
these  things.  It  was  quite  plain  to  me  the  first  day  I 
came  that  others  were  so  prepared,  and  I  took  the  hint, 
when  I  saw — what  I  have  watched  with  interest  every  day 
— how  my  charming  next-door  neighbour,  the  maid  of 
honour  (Pauline  de  Schulte)  always  quietly,  secretly,  and 
yet  most  dexterously  conveyed  each  oyster  to  her  nose 
before  she  thought  of  putting  itinto  her  mouth,  and  I  have 
remarked  that,  though  evidently  very  fond  of  oysters, 
she  always  left  two  or  three  natives  on  her  plate  of  the 
dozen  that  were  allotted  to  each  guest' 

Lord  Strangford  and  I  quite  agreed  that,  as  there  is  al- 
ways a  servant  to  taste  every  bottle  of  wine  that  is  opened, 
however  many  the  guests,  at  a  royal  fete,  for  fear  of  a 
corked  one  being  served,  there  ought  to  be  some  one 
whose  business  should  be  not  to  taste,  but  to  smell 
every  oyster  before  it  was  sent  up  to  the  royal  table. 

I  cannot,  on  looking  back,  be  surprised  at  these  little 
accidents  with  the  oysters,  when  I  think  where  Hanover 
is,  and  where  the  nearest  bed  of  natives  lies,  and  when 
I  remember  that  in  those  times  there  were  no  railways 
and  no  Wenham  ice  and  no  refrigerators.  The  only 
wonder  is  that  we  ever  got  any  oysters  at  all  fit  for  a 
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king's  table,  fit  for  any  islander,  and  so  for  any 
Englisliman  who  knows  what  fresh  fish  is. 

In  fact,  I  believe  the  common  run  of  Germans  in 
those  days,  that  is  the  '  wtlanders,'  did  not  know  what 
fresh  fish  tasted  like,  and  the  majority  of  them,  like 
most  of  our  poor  people  at  home,  being  used  to  get  it 
stale,  rather  preferred  it  with  a  flavour.  Some  did  not 
know  what  oysters  were  or  from  wlience  they  came.  I 
heard  with  my  own  ears  a  gentleman  ask  one  day, 
'Where  you  do  get  these  oysters?'  and  the  waiter 
answered,  with  almost  contemptuous  assurance,  '  De 
Paris,  monsieur.'  The  questioner  seemed  quite  satisfied 
with  the  answer,  and  I  believe  he  thought,  like  the 
servant,  that  oysters  either  grew  or  were  made  there? 
or,  at  least,  like  Perigord  pies,  pates  de  foie  gras,  etc., 
were  got  best,  fit  for  a  king's  table,  at  that  universal 
mart  of  grand  delicacies. 

I  remember  Lord  Strangford  telling  me  a  story  about 
Wilberforce,  Bishop  of  Oxford,  wliich  seems  to  me  to 
settle  a  point  that  has  cropped  up  and  been  much 
discussed  lately  in  the  public  papers  and  in  private 
parties.     He  said, 

'  I  left  a  lengthened  debate,  and  went  to  the  Carleton 
to  have  my  dinner.  I  took  a  vacant  seat  at  a  table 
where  a  friend  of  mine  was  making  his  solitary  meal. 
He  said, 

'  What  was  going  on  in  your  House  1 ' 

'  Oh ! '  I   said,    '  I  left    Soapy    Sam    speaking,    and 

'  I  was  going  on,  when  a  clerical-looking  dignitary 

at  the  next  table  said, 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  my  lord,  for  interrupting  you, 
but  I  think  it  right,  before  you  proceed  any  further,  to 
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tell  you  that  the  person  whom  you  are  pleased  to 
designate  "Soapy  Sam,"  is  my  brother.' 

'  I  must  own,'  said  Lord  Strangford,  '  that  I  was  at 
the  moment  very  much  taken  aback,  but  I  got  out  of 
the  scrape  by  saying, 

'Well,  I  really  do  not  know  why  the  bishop  is  so 
generally  called  "  Soapy  Sam,"  but  I  know,  in  this  case, 
he  was  involved  in  a  very  knotty  argument  and  extricated 
himself  in  a  very  dexterous  manner.' 

This  story  I  know  was  told  when  Lord  Strangford  was 
staying  with  the  king  in  Hanover  in  1850.  Now  the 
College  of  Cuddesdon,  I  saw  in  the  Times,  was  not 
begun  till  1852,  so  that  the  editor  Wilberforce's  assertion 
that  '  of  course  the  synonym  '  Soapy  Sam '  arose  from 
the  well-known  Cuddesdon  story '  is  plainly  a  mistake. 
This  story,  which  has  gone  through  the  world,  was — 
as  I  heard  it,  and  believe  to  be  tlie  fact,  for  I  have 
never  been  at  Cuddesdon — that,  upon  the  completion 
of  the  college,  the  initials  of  the  bishop  of  the  diocese, 
S.  0.  (Samuel  Oxoii)  were  put  up  on  one  side,  ard  the 
initials  of  the  new  principal  of  the  college,  A.  P.  (Alfred 
Pott),  on  the  other  side  of  tlie  entrance.  The  com- 
bination was  striking,  and  rather  unfortunate  ;  but  the 
Avhole  point  and  pith  of  the  joke  was  the  fact  of  the 
bishop  having  been  so  long  known — for  what  reason 
I  do  not  pretend  to  say — by  that  very  nickname 
"SOAPY." 

'  There  is  many  a  slip  'twixt  the  cup  and  the  lip,'  is 
an  old  saying,  and  I  had  unfortunate  experience  of  it  in 
connection  with  Lord  Strangford.  He  often  talked  to 
me  about  a  living  in  England,  and  said  he  must  see 
amongst  his  friends  if  he  could  not  get  me  one. 
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'  By  the  way,'  he  said,  '  there's  my  cousin  De  I'lsle. 
He  has  an  incumbent  far  up  in  the  eighties ;  he  can't 
last  long.     I'll  look  after  him.' 

'  Oh  ! '  I  said.  Sidney  (Lord  De  I'lsle's  son)  was  an 
Eton  fellow,  and,  though  he  was  much  below  me,  we 
were  like  Freemasons  together  at  Hanover,  and  he  was 
quite  a  tame  cat  in  my  house  when  he  was  staying  there 
a  short  time  ago  learning  German.  He  often  said  to 
my  wife  he  wished  we  were  at  Penshurst,  and  that  he 
would  speak  to  his  father  in  case  of  a  vacancy. 

The  very  next  year — in  fact,  a  few  months  after  our 
conversation — Sidney  succeeded  to  his  father,  and  very 
shortly  afterwards  I  got  a  letter,  which  is  still  in  my 
possession. 

'Dear  W., 

'  Only  fancy,  old  Dod  is  dead,  and  I  have 
seen  De  I'lsle,  and  you  are  to  have  Penshurst.  One 
thousand  and  forty-two  pounds  rectorial  tithe,  forty- 
two  acres  glebe ;  population  about  one  thousand. 
Capital  house, 

'  Yours  truly, 

'  Steangfoed.' 

To  say  that  I  did  not  know  whether  I  stood  on  my 
head  or  on  my  heels  is  to  say  nothing.  I  could  not 
describe,  and  I  think  few  can  conceive,  what  the  rush 
on  my  brain  was  during  that  and  the  following  day. 
The  sudden  news  took  my  breath  away.  A  return  to 
Old  England,  the  anxious  wish  of  my  heart.  A  capital 
house  ready  for  me  in  a  notedly  charming  spot  of  a 
charming  county.     A  manageable  parish,  the  cure  of 
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souls  no  bui'deu,  an  income  grand  for  a  clergyman,  a 
kind  friend  as  resident  patron !  The  prize  seemed 
perfection,  ftir,  far  preferable  to  any,  even  the  highest 
clerical  appointment  with  its  fifteen  thousand  a  year 
and  all  its  grave  responsibilities. 

Alas !  alas !  it  was  a  bubble.  The  very  next  post 
brought  me  the  following  : 

'Dear  W., 

'  I  am  truly  sorry  I  raised  your  hopes.  I 
saw  the  archbishop  in  the  House  last  night,  and  he  told 
me   Lord   de    ITsle    sold   the    next    presentation    to 

Penshurst. 

'  Yours  ever, 

'S. 

'  I  wonder  what  that  old  sinner  my  cousin  got  for 

it?' 

Enclosed  were  a  few  lines  from  the  present  Lord  de 
risle  : 

'  I  should  have  been  delighted  to  give  Wilkinson  the 
living,  but  I  find  my  father  sold  the  next  presentation 
over  my  head,  without  telling  me  anything  about  it.' 

If  there  was  any  'full-blown  pride'  (there  was  not 
time  for  much),  it  soon  'broke  under  me.'  There  was 
truly 

'  Casus  et  impulsse  prceceps  immune  ruina).' 

However,  the  two  noble  lords  did  what  tliey  could  for 
me,  and  I  was  deeply  grateful. 
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I  OFTEX  bad  little  passages-at-arms  with  ladies  at 
court,  particularly  with  one  or  two  of  the  '  pietist 
persuasion,'  about  the  riding  of  a  pastor,  which  they 
did  not  think  consistent  with  the  due  gravity  of  his 
character;  and  when  my  wife,  the  'pastorin,'  came  out 
in  a  riding  habit  and  man's  hat,  it  created  a  wondrous 
sensation,  not  to  say  scandal,  in  the  minds  of  some  of 
the  strait-laced  ones,  seeing  that  no  German  lady  rode 
in  Hanover  in  those  days,  much  less  a  pastorin,  who 
had  to  shell  peas,  cook  the  dinner,  and  do  the  house- 
work. 

Some  little  time  afterwards,  the  Bishop  of  Ripon, 
brother-in-law  to  Mr.  Bligh,  came  to  stay  at  our 
embassy,  and  joined  our  riding-party  every  day  in  his 
apron  and  shovel  hat.  This  was  beyond  all  bounds, 
and  one  said  to  me,  "  AYas  that  possibly  the  ciistora  in 
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Eni^land,  or  was  it  a  peculiar  case  that  a  bishop  should 
ride  ?  It  seemed  a  "  Bisschen  frivol "  (a  little  frivolous), 
a  forgetfulness  of  his  sacred  character,  a  lowering  of 
his  dignity ! ' 

I  always  told  them  that  in  my  opinion  there  was  only 
one  reason  why  a  German  pastor  did  not  ride,  and  that 
was  simply  because  he  could  not  afford  it.  They  were 
wretchedly  paid,  and  seldom  taken  from  the  class  who 
had  any  money  ;  it  was  simply  impossible  for  them  to 
keep  a  horse.  INIany  might  wish  to  ride— some  might 
be  able  to  ride,  having  learnt  in  their  youth,  when  doing 
work  as  peasant's  sons — but  a  horse  meant  money,  and 
tliey  had  not  got  any. 

Some  time  afterwards,  one  of  the  chief  pastors  of  the 
place  suddenly  came  out  on  horseback,  confirming  my 
idea  ;  and  thereby  hung  a  tale.  His  faithful  spouse, 
who  for  many  years  had  accompanied  him  in  the  walk 
of  life,  was  unexpectedly  taken  from  him,  and  '  within 
a  month '  there  were  strange  rumours  that  he  had  seen 
a  vision — a  star  had  appeared  which  gradually  developed 
into  a  rose-bud,  and  that  again  opened  and  blossomed, 
and  in  the  middle  appeared  distinctly  the  face  of  a 
'faire  ladye'  of  his  congregation,  of  a  certain  and 
suitable  age,  who  was  blessed  with  the  good  things  of 
this  life,  and  who  manifestly  smiled  upon  him. 

It  was  evidently  a  call.  Marriages  are  made  in 
heaven.  There  was  no  doubt  about  it.  Though  lame, 
and  possessed  of  none  of  what  the  vulgar  might  call 
charms,  she  was  plainly  destined  for  him.  He  could 
not  resist  the  mysterious  influence  that  urged  him  on. 
He  told  his  tale,  and  was  accepted.  He  laid  the 
matter  before  bis  congregation    and  he  carried  their 
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full  approval,  and,  as  both  Averc  advanced  in  years,  it 
was  generally  agreed,  under  the  peculiar  circumstances 
of  the  call,  that  they  should  not  wait  for  the  usual 
period  of  mourning,  but  should  at  once  be  made  happy  ; 
and  so  they  realised  their  destiny,  and  were  at  once 
married. 

The  pastor  immediately  invested  some  of  his  wife's 
money  in  a  second-hand  '  shandry-dan '  and  a  large 
heavy  horse,  and  he  bought  for  himself  a  large  second- 
hand military  saddle,  a  bridle  with  large  brass  mount- 
ings, and  a  pair  of  long  brass  spurs. 

I  do  not  know  what  to  call  the  vehicle — carriage  was 
not  the  word  for  it — for  the  King's  English  coachman 
said, 

'Look  at  that  'ere  thing — where  could  he  ha  got 
that?  Xobody  couldn't  have  made  that.  I  think  it 
nmst  ha'  growed.' 

It  was,  in  fact,  a  'von  boss  shay,'  made  to  carry  four 
inside,  and  two  or  three  on  the  broad  box  ;  but  the  box 
Avas  moveable,  and  could  be  entirely  taken  away,  and 
the  apron  covered  the  back  seat  when  the  owner  drove 
from  the  inside. 

The  horse  in  this  case  was  nearly  double  the  ordinary 
distance  from  the  driver,  the  reins  and  the  whip  nearly 
twice  the  ordinary  length.  The  pastor  generally  took 
his  wife  and  his  wife's  sister,  and  he  sat,  not  on  the  box, 
which  on  these  occasions  was  taken  away,  but,  for 
society's  sake,  apparently  upon  the  knees  of  the  ladies. 
Every  one  who  knew  Hanover  five-and-thirty  years  ago, 
w  ill,  I  am  sure,  remember  the  turn-out,  with  the  owner 
bowing  to  the  right  and  bowing  to  the  left,  saluting 
Avith  his  long  whip,  smirking  and  .-iuiiliug  and  beaming 
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with  triumphant  satisfaction,  as  he  drove  his  new  Avife 
among  the  fashionable  promenaders,  in  carriage  and  on 
foot,  along  the  Herrenhausen  Allee. 

When  the  ladies  did  not  take  a  drive,  he  always 
appeared  on  horseback,  and  so  confirmed  my  position 
that  the  German  pastor  would  always  ride  if  he  could 
afford  it,  undeterred  by  any  religious  scruples,  or  by 
the  fear  of  disapproval  on  the  part  of  any  strait-laced 
member  of  his  community. 

jNIy  friend — for  we  were  friends  as  well  as  colleagues 
— was  a  character  in  many  points.  He  was  a  born 
orator,  or,  if  that  was  somewhat  too  dignified  a  term 
for  his  style,  at  least  he  had  a  tremendous  '  gift  of  the 
gab.'  In  the  pulpit  and  on  the  platform  he  was  very 
active,  very  energetic,  very  sociable,  and,  in  fact,  the 
right  man  in  the  right  place,  Avith  immense  influence 
over  the  trading  class  who  formed  the  congregation 
of  his  great  church.  He  would  speak  at  meetings  as 
long  as  people  would  listen  to  him,  and  stir  up  the 
feehngs  to  the  innermost  core  in  a  lengthy  and  im- 
passioned harangue  on  the  occasion  of  birth,  marriage, 
or  death,  when  he  knew  he  would  be  well-paid  for  it. 
In  this,  I  am  afraid,  he  was  a  respecter  of  persons,  and 
for  this  I  blame  the  system  of  their  church  which  allows 
a  free  scope  at  all  special  services.  There  is  always  a 
ditference  made  between  the  rich  and  the  poor. 

I  remember,  soon  after  my  arrival  in  Hanover,  I  was 
walking  by  the  cemetery,  and  saw  a  man  enter  the 
gates  carrying  a  little  coffin  under  his  arm.  To  my 
astonishment,  there  were  no  mourners  whatever,  I 
followed  to  the  open  grave  and  waited  for  a  few 
minutes  to  see  wliat  was  going  to  be  done.     I  heard 
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from  the  sexton  'that  a  little  foundling  from  the 
workhouse  was  to  be  committed  to  the  ground,  and 
he  expected  the  pastor  every  minute ;  that  he  imist 
come  now,  as  the  king  had  made  a  new  rule.  Formerly 
the  paupers  had  no  funeral  service ;  now,  since  His 
Majesty  had  come  to  Hanover,  a  pastor  must  always 
officiate  at  the  burial  of  every  corpse.' 

While  we  were  speaking,  three  persons,  evidently 
out  for  a  walk,  entered  the  churchyard  chatting  and 
smoking.  When  near  the  grave,  one,  with  black 
neckcloth,  trousers  turned  up,  boots  covered  with  mud, 
stepped  forward,  took  the  cigar  out  of  his  mouth,  and, 
holding  it  still  in  his  hand,  took  oflF  his  hat,  said  a 
short  prayer  while  tlie  coffin  of  the  little  waif  was 
lowered  into  its  resting-place,  and  then  joined  his 
friends  and  went  out  of  the  churchyard  smoking. 

At  that  time  I  did  not  know  him,  nor  he  me.  In 
my  heart  I  honoured  my  royal  master  that  at  least  he 
had  secured  this  funeral  service,  such  as  it  was,  and 
that  the  little  outcast  was  not  thrown  into  the  grave 
as  a  dog. 

I  here  witnessed  for  the  first  time  a  peculiar  and 
touching  custom  which  is  observed  at  all  funerals  in 
Hanover.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  clergyman's  service, 
the  sextons  fill  in  the  grave,  and,  laying  the  two  spades 
in  the  shape  of  a  cross  on  the  top  of  the  raised  mound, 
all  take  off  their  hats  and  breathe  a  short  silent  prayer, 
and  then  the  mourners  take  their  leave  with  the  words, 
'Guten  morgen,'  which,  I  was  told,  was  supposed  to  be 
the  greeting  with  which  they  Avould  salute  their  friend 
on  the  morning  of  the  resurrection. 

Another  custom  was  observed  at  the  funeral  which 


1G8  TOUCHING  CUSTOMS. 

I  thiuk,  might  well  be  followed  in  the  churchyards  and 
burial-grounds  in  England.  When  the  service  was  over, 
and  all  were  pressing  in  turn  to  take  their  last  look  at 
the  coffin  of  the  'dear  departed,'  two  authorised  men, 
with  badges  on  their  arms  to  show  they  were  in  office, 
stepped  forward,  one  amongst  the  actual  mourners,  and 
the  other  amongst  the  bystanders,  and  presented  poor- 
boxes  with  the  inscription,  'Please  remember  the  sick 
and  needy.'  All  knew  it  was  the  custom  of  the  country, 
all  came  prepared  to  give  something,  and  at  that  time, 
when  the  heart  was  open  after  a  touching  harangue,  it 
was  generally  such  a  gift  that  an  immense  sum  was 
collected  during  the  year  in  the  cemeteries  of  the  town 
for  this  special  and  praiseworthy  work  of  Christian 
charity.  At  this  pauper's  funeral  I  was  the  only  con- 
tributor, as  there  were  no  mourners,  and  the  friends  of 
the  pastor  '  stood  afar  oiF '  smoking. 

This  reverend  brother  of  mine  told  a  story  of  himself 
with  great  glee.  He  was  summoned  one  day  upon 
business  to  see  the  Crown  Prince.  His  Royal  Highness 
was  in  the  summer-house  at  the  end  of  the  garden 
with  the  Crown  Princess ;  and  as  he  passed  through 
he  came  upon  the  royal  children  and  their  governess 
in  their  private  enclosure,  all  with  pinafores,  very  dirty, 
and  in  a  high  state  of  excitement,  and  their  delightful 
occupation  at  the  moment,  close  to  the  fountain,  was 
making  a  town  witli  wet  mud.  They  had  made  sundry 
so-called  houses,  and  a  high  edifice  in  the  middle. 
The  pastor  saluted  them,  and  asked  what  they  were 
doing. 

'  Making  Hanover.' 

'  What  was  that  in  the  middle  ? ' 
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'  Your  cliurcli.' 

'  Why  don't  Your  Royal  Iliglmesses  make  me  1 ' 

' Oh  !  Avir  habeu  uieht  Dreck  gciiug  1 '  (We  ha^e  not 
got  mud  enough,  or,  I  am  afraid,  muck  is  a  closer 
translation.) 

The  pastor  \vas  intensely  amused  at  this,  and  I  find 
no  fault  with  him,  as  no  doubt  '  there  is  a  time  to 
laugh ; '  but  I  could  not  always  go  with  him,  for, 
though  '  there  is  a  time  for  everything  under  the  sun,' 
there  certainly  is  a  time  when  jokes,  according  to  our 
ideas,  are  not  in  place,  and  that  is  in  the  house  of  God  ; 
but  even  there,  on  his  sacred  vantage-ground,  the  pulpit, 
if  be  thought  he  could  make  a  good  hit  or  touch  a 
heart,  he  did  not  hesitate  to  introduce  a  joke.  Joke- 
baits  were  laid  for  the  careless,  and  they  certainly  drew 
large  numbers  to  the  church,  who,  when  once  there, 
and  hooked,  as  it  were,  must  listen  to  weightier  truths. 
His  principle  was,  if  he  caught  his  fish  by  any  hook  or 
crook,  he  was  satisfied;  the  end  seemed  to  justify  the 
means.  And  certainly  he  had  his  examples  before 
him,  and  he  has  had  his  followers  in  all  countries :  old 
Jobst  Sackmaun,  the  Plattdeutsch  preacher  of  Bremen, 
and  Rowland  Hill ;  and  after  him,  Spurgeon,  Moody, 
et  hoc  genus  omne. 

Having  no  service  of  my  own  in  the  palace  in  the 
afternoon,  I  often  attended  my  friend's  church  Avhen  it 
Avas  his  turn  to  preach,  and  I  must  own  I  heard  things 
outrageously  unorthodox,  according  to  my  views,  which 
at  one  time  almost  made  my  hair  stand  on  end,  and  at 
another  time  provoked  an  unwilling  though  irresistible 
smile.     I  may  mention  one  instance. 

The   Gorham   controversy   and  trial  had  just  taken 
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place  in  England,  and  the  points  of  original  sin  and 
baptismal  regeneration  were  strongly  discussed  by 
various  parties  at  the  time  in  Hanover.  I  went  one 
Sunday  afternoon,  according  to  my  custom,  to  get  a 
lesson,  if  I  could,  in  fluency  from  the  long-winded 
extempore  effusion  of  the  German  pastor.  The  sermon 
in  Germany,  or,  at  least,  in  Hanover,  is  not  begun,  like 
ours,  with  prayer  and  then  the  text,  but  there  is  always 
a  short  preface,  and  then  the  text.  My  reverend 
brother  mounted  the  pulpit,  very  nimbly  as  usual,  and 
at  the  last  note,  when  hymn  and  organ  ceased,  he 
blurted  out,  '  Erbsiinde  !  dummes  Zeug  ! '  (Original 
sin  !  stuff  and  nonsense  !)  and  he  looked  round  with  a 
smirk,  which  was  met  by  many  a  smile.  I  grant  I  gave 
in  to  it  myself,  I  could  not  help  it.  Then  he  went  on, 
' '  If  there  was  such  a  thing  as  Erbsiinde,  there  would 
be  no  little  children  born;  they  would  be  all  little 
devils.' 

Another  smirk  and  another  smile,  and  so  on,  and  so 
on  ;  it  was,  as  it  generally  Avas,  a  wonderful  display, 
but,  certainly  to  my  mind,  not  only  not  all,  but  nothing 
was  '  done  in  decency  and  order  ; '  still  the  people,  the 
members  of  the  congregation  of  the  shopkeeper  and 
servant  class,  were  pleased  with  this  style.  At  the 
morning  service,  I  was  told  (for,  of  course,  I  could 
never  attend  that,  having  my  own  service  at  the 
palace  about  the  same  time)  the  congregation  Avas 
very  large. 

What  shall  Ave  say  to  this?  We  may  remember 
Avhat  is  recorded  of  RoAvland  Hill,  that  he  checked 
himself  suddenly  in  the  midst  of  a  stream  of  fervid 
eloquence  ;  was  silent  for  a  moment,  and  then  shouted 
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out,   'Fire,    fire.'      A  startled   sleeper   who  was   just 
below  him,   sprauu;  up,   and   said, 

'  Where,  Avhere  ? ' 

'Why,  in  hell,'  said  Rowland  Hill,  'where  you'll  go 
if  you  don't  listen  when  I  am  preaching  salvation  and 
damnation.' 

W^e  may  remember,  what  a  friend  of  mine  heard,  a 
joke  of  Spurgeon's  in  a  striking  sermon  upon  humility 
before  God.  He  turned  suddenly,  as  is  the  custom 
Avith  these  preachers,  as  if  upon  a  marked  set  of  his 
congregation,  and  he  said, 

'  Ye  self-satisfied  hypocrites,  ye  say  by  your  boasting 
ye  can  do  this,  and  ye  can  do  that,  but  I'll  tell  you 
what  it  is — all  your  cans  leak.' 

AVe  may  remember,  again,  Avliat  I  heard  Avith  my 
own  ears,  and  Avhat  I  believe  is  in  print,  a  story  told  ' 
by  Moody  in  a  powerful  sermon  preached  in  the  Hay- 
market  Theatre  or  Opera-house,  in  which  he  held  seven 
thousand  persons  in  rapt  attention. 

'  Two  rollicking  youngsters  of  his  own  country 
crossed  a  river,  and  cast  their  anchor  close  to  the 
bank  before  a  noted  public-house,  where  they  went 
to  have  a  carouse  with  some  friends.  They  carried  on 
their  fun  till  the  small  hours  of  a  pitch-dark  night, 
when  they  hooked  their  boat,  jumped  in,  and  began  to 
pull  away  hard  all,  and  they  pulled  on  and  on  till 
morning  broke,  when  they  found  they  were  just  as 
they  were,  and  had  made  no  progress  at  all ;  and 
Avhy  ?  Because  they  had  never  raised  their  anchor ! 
Ye  fools,'  said  Moody,  seeming  to  single  out  a 
particular  lot  of  his  hearers, — 'ye  besotted  topers,  how 
do  you  think  you   will  ever  get  across  the  beautiful 
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river  to  the  shore  of  tlie  blessed  as  long  as  you  arc 
bound  heart  and  soul  to  the  pleasures  and  follies  of  this 
wicked  world?' 

What,  I  repeat,  shall  we  say  to  these  things  ?  We 
may  not  Avish  to  imitate  these  preachers — probably 
could  not  if  we  would  :  we  have  not  the  wit — but  if 
they,  who  have  a  peculiar  gift,  can  draw  and  catch  a 
peculiar  class  by  such  language,  I  do  not  see  why  we, 
who  have  not  that  gift,  and  have  quite  another  class  to 
deal  with,  should  find  fault  with  their  mode  of  seeking 
success.  Should  Ave  not  rather  give  them  credit  for 
trying  to  be  '  all  things  to  all  men '  ?  And  should  we  not 
rather  say,  '  Notwithstanding,  every  way,  Christ  is 
preached,  and  I  therein  do  rejoice,  yea,  and  will 
rejoice '  ? 
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The  people,  as  a  rule,  were  certainly  not  church-goers 
in  Hanover,  and  it  required  something  to  stir  up  and 
to  attract  them,  or — they  did  not  go  at  all.  So  my 
friend  the  popular  preacher  was  peculiar  in  his — I  can 
call  it  nothing  else — buffoonery,  and  in  his  pronounced 
free-thinking.  Another,  the  head  of  the  pietists,  so- 
called,  was  peculiar  in  his  sanctimoniousness.  There 
was  another,  who  was  peculiar  in  his  ornate  high-flown 
oratory,  in  regard  to  which,  though  it  certainly  drew 
the  'itching  ears,'  it  was,  I  believe,  with  half  the 
congregation  a  case  of  'omne  ignotum  pro  magnifico.' 
There  was  another,  who  was  very  peculiar  in  his  excite- 
ment and  enthusiasm.  He  shouted,  he  howled,  he 
banged  the  cushion,  he  started  back,  he  hung  over  the 
pulpit.  His  hearers  were  all  on  the  stretch  for  fear  he 
should  over-reach   himself ;    they   watched  him    with 
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intense  anxiety,  as  sight-seers  used  to  watch  Blond  in 
on  the  tight-rope,  expecting  every  moment  he  would 
fall.  When  nothing  peculiar  occurred,  the  churches, 
even  of  a  large  parish,  were  almost  deserted. 

One  good,  worthy  old  soul,  whom  I  knew  as  a  hard 
worker  in  visiting  (quite  a  strange  case  with  the  clergy 
of  those  times),  a  man  who  was  kindness  itself  to  his 
poor  parishioners,  had  no  gift  of  eloquence,  nor  any 
peculiarity  except — twaddle,  and  he  preached  to  empty 
benches  in  one  of  the  largest  churches. 

I  heard  a  high  official  asked  by  the  king  at  the 
dinner-table  one  Sunday  if  he  had  been  to  church. 

*  God  forbid,  your  Majesty  !  I  never  go  to  church, 
nor  to  the  theatre  either.' 

I  maintain  his  Excellency  would  not  have  dared  to 
give  such  an  answer  had  not  church-going  been  at  a 
very  low  ebb.  I  was  walking  to  my  own  service  one 
Sunday  morning  in  company  with  one  of  the  Chamber- 
lains, and  we  passed  the  open  door  of  the  German 
Chapel   Royal.     I  asked, 

'  Are  you  going  in  ? ' 

'  Ach,  bewahr ! '  he  said,   '  old preaches !     Who 

could  stand  that?' 

So  it  was  ;  the  generality  went  to  hear  a  man 
preach,  not  to  worship  God.  There  was  no  question  in 
the  minds  of  many  of  the  duty  of  going  to  church 
regularly  every  Sunday  to  praise  the  Lord  for  His 
mercies  and  to  pray  for  their  continuance,  but  the 
majority  went,  if  they  went  at  all,  to  hear  a  man 
preach.  If  the  man  was  one  who  pleased  them,  they 
went ;  if  it  was  a  man  who  did  not  please  them,  they 
did    not   go    at    all.     The  system  must    be   at  fault. 
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Perhaps  this  made  it  necessary  to  have  some  peculiari- 
ties, not  to  say  eccentricities. 

We  often  went  to  stay  with  a  great  friend  of  ours,  a 
member  of  the  Upper  House,  who  had  been  much  in 
England,  and  who  talked  to  us  about  the  low  standing 
of  the  clergy  in  Germany,  of  their  uninteresting  service, 
and,  in  fact,  of  the  sad  state  of  religion.  Their  pastors, 
he  said,  were  badly  paid  and  badly  appointed,  with  no 
prizes  to  look  to  ;  they  were  recruited  generally  from  the 
lower  class,  and  in  a  common  way  did  not  enjoy  the 
respect  of  the  upper  classes.  They  were  treated  with 
contempt,  and  consequently  religion  fell  into  contempt. 
For  himself  and  his  immediate  family,  he  said, 

'  We  are  a  godless  set,  I  own  it ;  we  seldom  go  to 
church,  perhaps  once  or  twice  a  year,  at  Christmas  or 
Easter.  But  what  can  Ave  do  ?  With  our  toothless, 
unintelligible  old  pastor  and  his  superannuated  trash 
by  way  of  prayer,  'tis  too  much  of  a  good  thing  !  Why 
don't  our  authorities  give  us  a  liturgy  like  yours? 
Why  do  they  let  all  depend  upon  a  man  ?  Why  do 
they  give  free  scope  to  all,  even  to  the  old  ones,  and 
force  us  to  submit  to  the  ravings  and  rantings  and 
extempore  prayers  of  those  Avhose  talent,  if  they  ever 
had  any,  is  worn  out,  threadbare  ? 

'Xo  wonder  Ave  are  discontented  and  seek  for  a 
change.  I  speak  feelingly,  as  I  am  personally  con- 
cerned in  the  status  of  the  clergy  and  respect  for  the 
Church.  I  have  two  livings  in  my  gift,  good  appoint- 
ments as  things  stand  in  this  country,  small  cures, 
country  parishes,  comfortable  homes,  thirteen  hundred 
and  a  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

'I  have  three  sons.     One  will  inherit  all  my  entailed 
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property  ;  to  the  others  I  can  give  little,  but  that 
little  would  make  them  very  comfortable  in  addition  to 
the  livings.  I  proposed  the  Church  as  a  profession, 
but  they  spurned  the  idea.  I  begged  them  to  go  to  the 
university  and  reconsider  the  matter.  After  a  year 
there,  in  intimate  association  with  theological  students, 
their  prejudices  were  confirmed  more  strongly  than 
ever ;  they  would  not  give  the  matter  a  second 
thought :  they  would  go  into  the  army.  They  knew 
it  would  be  a  bare  subsistence,  but  they  would  be 
amongst  their  brother  nobles,  and,  if  poor,  they  would 
have  many  friends  in  the  same  boat.  How  different 
is  your  case  in  England  !  Your  clergy  are  gentle- 
men by  profession.  The  status  is  honourable,  and 
though  I  know  there  is  much  poverty  and  many  very 
small  cures,  still  there  are  many  prizes,  and  that  makes 
the  many  enter  the  lists  from  the  middle  and  even 
the  higher  classes.  If  all  can't  get  prizes,  all  are 
respected.  Your  tailor's  son  becomes  Archbishop  of 
York,  and  your  tradesman's  son  becomes  Archbishop 
of  Canterbury  ;  others  hope  to  rise,  and  so  there  is  a 
goodly  emulation,  and  the  ranks  are  recruited  even  by 
Peers'  sons.  The  scions  of  noble  houses  settle  and 
work  and  give  the  weight  of  example  and  godly 
teaching  even  in  small  villages  ;  most  of  them  bring  as 
much  money  into  the  Church  as  they  take  out  of  it  in 
salary  ;  they  employ  labour  and  circulate  money,  they 
are  able  and  willing  to  help  in  time  of  need.  They 
thus  win  hearts,  and  so  have  great  advantage  in  their 
endeavour  to  win  souls.  How  low  our  clergy  stand  in 
comparison ! ' 

No  doubt  my  German  friend  was  right ;  the  clergy 
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■were  not  honoured  as  they  ought  to  be,  and  in  many 
cases  deserved  to  be.  Good,  wortliy,  learned  men  as 
they  were,  they  did  not  hoUl  the  same  place  in  society 
as  the  members  of  the  other  professions  of  law  and 
physic.  But  it  was  not  their  fault ;  the  system  was  at 
fault.  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  the  then  King  of 
Prussia  as  well  as  the  King  of  Hanover  looked  at  these 
church  matters  of  their  kingdoms  in  this  light,  and  were 
both  anxious  to  alter  them  if  possible,  first  by  changing 
the  titles  of  their  three  classes  of  Superintendent, 
Pastor,  and  Candidate  to  the  more  time-honoured  titles 
of  Bishop,  Priest,  and  Deacon,  and  secondly,  by  intro- 
ducing a  formal  liturgy,  framed  by  the  united  talent  of 
a  synod,  to  supersede  the  free  extempore  prayers  of 
individuals,  who,  however  learned  and  eloquent  they 
may  have  been,  were  still  mere  men  who  could  not 
escape  the  common  natural  inroads  of  old  age  and 
in  firm  it)'. 

The  King  of  Prussia  actually  sent  a  deputation  to 
England  of  the  only  two  nobles  in  the  Prussian  church, 
who  attended  an  ordination  by  the  Bishop  of  Win- 
chester, and  who  were  ordered  to  make  special  inquiries 
and  to  report  upon  the  feeling  of  our  bishops  as  to  the 
possibility  of  an  amalgamation  of  the  two  Protestant 
churches  of  England  and  Germany.  The  matter  was,  I 
believe,  most  favourably  received  by  the  English 
Bishops,  and  submitted  afterwards  in  Germany  for 
consideration  to  synods  specially  convened  by  command 
of  the  Kings  of  Prussia  and  Hanover ;  but  most  un- 
fortunately, as  I  venture  to  think,  it  met  with  opposi- 
tion, and  was  rejected  by  a  great  majority  after  due 
discussion  in  both  those  countries.     Troublous  times 
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then  came  on,  unsuitable  to  any  discussion  upon  the 
status  of  the  clergy,  who  certainly  had  not  the  respect 
or  confidence  of  the  advanced  men  of  the  age,  and  so 
the  matter  which  the  Kings  of  Prussia  and  Hanover 
had  at  heart,  dropped,  and  has  never  been  revived. 
And  under  the  present  services,  without  any  liturgy, 
and  dependent  mainly — not  to  say  wholly — upon  the 
talent  of  individual  preachers,  who  have  not  all  the 
same  gift,  and  many  not  even  have  the  necessary  gift  of 
eloquence,  the  worst  attended  places  of  worship  in  the 
Avorld  are,  I  believe,  those  of  the  Protestant  Church  of 
Germany. 
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At  my  first  ball  I  found  out  to  my  surprise  that  all 
went  by  military  rank  at  the  Court  of  Hanover.  The 
king  kept  that  in  his  own  hands.  Born  counts  and 
barons  had  no  particular  precedence.  They  were 
obliged  to  be  appointed  a  Counsellor  (Rath)  of  some 
sort  by  His  INIajesty  in  order  to  have  any  position  at  all. 
Even  the  maids-of-honour  held  military  rank  of  major, 
and  I  found  the  same  was  accorded  to  His  Majesty's 
domestic  chaplain.  Wives  took  their  places  according 
to  their  husband's  rank.  Mine  had  her  orders,  as  she 
entered  the  castle  the  first  time,  to  take  her  place  next 
below  a  lady  whose  husband  had  lately  got  his  majority 
in  the  Guards,  and  just  above  a  certain  countess  (her- 
self of  low  origin,  she  was  only  admitted  to  Court  upon 
her  marriage)  whose  husband  had  been  made  a  'Krieg's 
Rath,'  which  gave  him  the  rank  of  major,  but  only 
according  to  the   date   of  his   commission,    and   that 
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happened  to  be  a  few  days  after  my  appointment.  My 
wife  took  her  place  as  she  was  ordered,  and  received  a 
very  friendly  greeting  from  the  major's  wife  whom  she 
was  to  follow. 

Soon  afterwards  entered  the  countess,  who  was  to 
stand  below  my  wife.  She  joined  in  the  conversation 
of  the  little  chattering  coterie  most  affably,  and  in  her 
great  earnestness  twisted  and  turned  and  wriggled  and 
sidled,  always  upwards  instead  of  downwards,  and, 
when  the  usual  notice  of  the  king's  coming  was  given 
by  some  raps  of  the  Hof-Marshal's  baton,  she  most 
dexterously  turned  into  the  place,  in  the  long  row  of 
ladies,  above  instead  of  below  my  wife.  The  latter  had 
remarked,  and  been  amused  at,  the  whole  manoeuvre  ; 
but  she  said  nothing,  though  she  made  up  her  mind  to 
be  on  her  guard  the  next  time,  and  frustrate  the 
countess's  artful  dodge.  However,  she  soon  found  she 
had  no  need  to  exercise  her  caution  and  ingenuity,  for 
the  Hof-Marshal  came  doAvn  the  line  (as  she  found 
afterwards  was  his  invariable  custom),  scanning  the 
ladies  with  his  hawk's  eye),  and  putting  all — including 
the  insinuating  countess — into  their  right  places, 
according  to  his  list ;  and  so  he  prevented  any  squabbles, 
or  strife  of  tongues,  or  use  of  talons.  All  were 
ranged  in  strict  military  rank,  according  to  Hanoverian 
etiquette — military  rank  and  no  other;  and  so  the 
countess  had  to  pocket  her  pride,  and  always  stand 
below  the  pastorin. 

The  balls  were  very  magnificent,  but  after  a  time 
very  tedious  to  those  who  were  not  dancers,  and  I  may 
say — speaking  personally — particularly  to  myself,  who, 
as  a  young  man,  was  very  fond  of  dancing,  and  would 
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gladly  have  taken  part  in  the  gaiety  where  everything  that 
could  make  a  ball  good — in  the  way  of  music,  lights, 
parquets,  and  partners — was  perfect ;  but  the  custom 
of  the  country  did  not  recognise  the  pastor  as  one  who 
ought  to  take  part  in  such  a  matter,  and  most  of  those 
Avho  considered  riding  in  a  pastor  a  'Bisschen  frivol,' 
would  have  been  still  stronger  in  their  condemnation  of 
his  dancing.  Once,  and  only  once,  I  did  try  the  floors, 
and  Avas  delighted. 

The  king  passed,  and  said, 

'  Doctor,  don't  you  dance  ? ' 

'Yes,  sir,'  T  said;  and  I  took  my  wife,  who  was 
standing  by  (unexpectedly  disengaged,  as  she  was  much 
in  request  for  her  good  dancing,  and  had  at  times 
opened  the  balls  with  one  or  two  of  the  king's  step- 
sons). We  had  a  delightful  waltz,  much  to  the 
surprise  of  many — not  only  that  a  pastor  should  dance 
at  all,  but  that  he  should  be  able  to  dance  as  fast,  or 
faster,  than  any  of  them.  But  the  fact  was,  I  had  been 
three  years  on  the  Continent,  as  a  young  unmarried 
man,  working,  after  I  left  Cambridge,  for  the  diplomatic 
service,  in  which  I  had  been  promised  an  attache-ship  ; 
and  I  had  danced  at  various  courts  and  in  many  palaces 
of  the  great  with  the  best  and  swiftest  of  the  natives, 
particularly  at  Dresden,  where  they  were  noted  for 
their  prowess  on  the  '  light,  fantastic  toe.' 

When  at  Naples,  I  had  met  my  wife  at  many 
and  many  balls  during  a  whole  winter,  and  our  dancing 
ended  in  an  engagement,  and  that  engagement  changed 
my  views  of  a  profession.  We  both  agreed  we  had  had 
enough  of  a  foreign  life,  and  had  rather  settle  in 
England  ;  and  so  I  gave  up  all  idea  of  passing  exami- 
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nations  for  the  foreign  office,  and  I  went  home  to  read 
for  orders,  and  in  due  time  entered  the  church,  little 
thinking  that  my  lot  in  that  profession  would  soon  be 
cast  in  Germany,  and  that  I  should  spend  twenty  more 
years  in  a  foreign  land. 

I  often  fought  a  battle  afterwards  as  to  dancing, 
which  some  of  the  stiff  ladies  of  the  court — by  no 
means  particular  as  to  many  points  of  their  own  conduct 
— thought  inconsistent  with  their  idea  of  the  due 
gravity  of  a  pastor ;  but,  in  deference  to  them,  I  never 
danced  again  at  the  palace,  as  I  saw  the  feeling  with 
many  persons  was  strong  against  it,  and  I  thought  it 
best  not  to  give  even  what  I  deemed  '  Aveak  brethren  ' 
or  sisters  reason  to  make  remarks  ;  but  I  always  stood 
up  for  the  perfect  harmlessness  of  the  amusement, 
within  proper  limits,  and  always  maintained  that  it  was 
natural  and  was  permissible  according  to  Miriam's 
example  and  '  the  wise  man's  assertion  ' : 

'  There  is  a  time  to  every  purpose  raider  tlie  heaven  : 
There  is  a  time  to  laugh, 
And  a  time  to  dance.' 

However,  though  dancing  seemed  to  some  outrageous 
in  a  pastor,  playing  cards  did  not ;  and  many  of  the 
straitest  pietists  indulged  in  a  game  of  whist,  and  for 
money.  I  played  very  often  at  the  court  balls  for 
hours  together ;  in  fact,  we  had  a  table  reserved  for  us 
every  ball-night  during  the  whole  season,  at  which  the 
dear  old  grande  maitresse,  a  strict  member  of  what  we 
should  call  the  Methodists,  was  always  one  of  the 
party. 

Our  stakes  were  not  high,  and  could  not,  under  any 
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circumstances  of  good  or  bad  luck,  be  ruinous,  for  we 
only  played  halfpenny  points  ;  but  of  these  I  remember 
one  night  to  have  won  forty-eight,  so  we  played  for 
money,  and,  as  some  would  say,  we  gambled.  Our  real 
object  was  of  course  simply  '  pour  passer  le  temps,'  and 
one  great  advantage  besides  this  was,  that  the  whist- 
players  were  never  obliged  to  get  up  when  Royalty 
passed  us.  We  continued  our  fixed  attention  on  our 
cards,  and  left  the  others,  who  were  sitting  near,  to  pay 
respect  by  standing  up. 

And  really  sometimes  the  Royal  Personages  might, 
without  any  disrespect  being  intended,  almost  have  been 
called  'legion,'  for  there  was  the  King,  and  the  Crown 
Prince  and  Princess,  and  often  the  members  of  the  two 
other  families  of  the  late  Queen,  who  had  been  Princess 
of  Prussia  and  Princess  of  Solms.  Then  there  was  the 
Ex-Reigning  Duke  of  Altenburg,  father  of  the  Crown 
Princess,  and  his  daughters,  who  resided  in  Hanover ; 
and  then,  on  grand  occasions,  there  were  always  visitors, 
Imperial  and  Royal  Highnesses,  Grand-dukes  and 
Archdukes,  and  Reigning  Dukes  and  Princes  without 
end,  so  to  be  saved  constant  jumping  up  and  doing 
obeisance  was  no  slight  exemption. 

AVe  had  also  all  refreshments  brought  to  us ;  no  little 
advantage,  when  it  is  remembered  what  a  long  suite  of 
rooms  was  opened  at  a  court  ball,  and  what  a  distance 
we  should  have  had  to  travel  to  the  buffets  to  get  some- 
thing substantial  for  the  inner  man,  which  had  been 
exhausted  by  being  stewed  for  sundry  hours  in  the 
usual  heat  of  a  Palace  Fete  between  twenty  and  thirty 
detrrees  of  Reaumur. 
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WHIST-PARTY  AT    COURT — ENGLISHMAN'S  MISTAKE— GERMAN  COUR- 
TESY— frenchman's   POLITENESS — ROYAL   ORDER,  ALL  YOUNG 

OFFICERS  INVITED  WERE  TO  DANCE  WITH  FRAULIEN  VON  

— THEY  DANCE  HER  OFF  HER  LEGS — EXCITEMENT  AT  HIGH- 
LAND laird's  COSTUME — GREATER  EXCITEMENT  AT  TATTOOED 
LEGS  OF  SCOTCH  GENERAL— TOO  MUCH  FOR  LADIES'  COMPANY 
— COUNTESS  GUICCIOLI— BROOCH— GARTER — SOCKS  PICKED  UP 
IN  BALL-ROOM — GRAND  DUKE  OF  . 

I  REMEMBER  oiie  night  some  special  diversion  was 
caused  by  an  Englishman  who  made  one  of  our  whist- 
party,  and  who  happened  to  be  a  partner  of  the  old 
grande  maitresse.  He  was  very  little  of  a  German 
scholar,  and  drew  out  much  laughter  in  many  of  his 
remarks,  of  which  I  believe  I  was  the  cause,  for  I 
could  not  help  it.  We  were  reckoning  honours  at 
the  end  of  the  hand,  and  he  turned  to  his  partner, 
the  old  baroness,  and  said,  '  Ich  hatte  die  Konig  und 
Sie  haben  cine  Knaben  gehabt ; '  meaning,  '  I  had  the 
king  and  you  had  a  knave.'  The  mistake  in  the  genders 
was  nothing. 

The  king  himself,  though  brought  up  at  Goitingen, 
and  afterwards  for  many  years  in  the  Hanoverian 
Hussars,  seldom  put  an  article  or  gender  in  the  right 
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place;  but  here  the  joke  was,  the  Germans  always 
counted  honours  in  French,  and  '  valet,'  not  '  knabe  ' 
was  our  knave ;  but  the  words  used  to  the  old  lady 
implied,  in  common  parlance,  she  '  had  had  a  son ; 
still  neither  she  nor  my  partner  laughed,  nor  even 
moved  a  muscle  of  their  countenances.  They — I  will 
give  them  as  well  as  the  French  credit — never  laugh 
at  an  Englishman's  mistakes  in  speaking  their  language, 
but  always  kindly  help  him  out.  I  am  afraid  we  are 
far  beliind  them  in  this  courtesy. 

I  can  give  an  instance.  I  was  once  next  to  a 
Frenchman  at  dinner.  He  offered  me  some  dish, 
which  I  declined,  saying,  '  Merci,  monsieur,  j 'attends 
les  hannetous.'  ('  Thank  you,  sir,  I  am  waiting  for  the 
cockchafers.')  I  had  seen  the  '  menu  '  at  the  beginning 
of  dinner,  and  I  made  a  mistake  between  '  hannetons ' 
and  'canetons.  What  would  have  been  the  case  if 
any  one  of  us  had  said  to  a  foreigner,  '  JNlay  I  help  you 
to ' — whatever  it  was,  and  he  had  answered,  '  No, 
thank  you,  sir;  I  will  wait  for  the  cockchafers.'  Risum 
teneatis  amici?  I  am  afraid  I  could  not  have  helped 
it,  but  my  friend  the  Frenchman  never  even  smiled. 
I  saw  my  mistake  immediately,  and,  turning  to  my 
daughter  next  to  me,   I  said, 

'I  have  just  told  Mr.  de I  would  wait  for  the 

cockchafers  instead  of  the  young  ducks.' 

She  looked  up  to  him  (with  whom  we  were  on 
intimate  terms),  and  she  laughed  and  repeated  what 
I  had  just  told  her,  and  expressed  her  wonder  at  the 
possibility  of  his  restraining  his  laughter  ;  but  he  merely 
bowed  with  the  greatest  politeness  and  said,  '  Monsieur 
had  evidently  made  a  mistake ;   we  were  all  apt   to 
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make  mistakes  sometimes.     He  hoped  he  should  never 
be  so  ill-mannered  as  to  make  a  joke  of  it.' 

So  with  the  remark  to  the  old  lady  that  'she  had 
had  a  child,'  she  would  never  have  thought  of  laughing 
till  I  laughed,  and  explained  to  my  friend  what  he  had 
unwittingly  said ;  and  he  laughed,  and  we  all  laughed, 
and  the  story  was  blazed  abroad,  and  was  taken  to  the 
old  king,  who  never  forgot  it,  and  always  had  a  joke 
with  the  old  lady  upon  her  interesting  and  unexpected 
'  accouchement.' 

The  custom  there  was  to  play  so-called  long  whist,  at 
which  ten  was  game,  but  it  really  was  scarcely  longer 
than  our  short  whist,  for  all  tricks  counted  two,  and  the 
tens  were  reckoned  in,  and  made  five  honours  ;  so  three 
by  tricks  and  four  honours  won  the  game.  Supposing 
either  party  had  four  by  tricks,  that  was  eight,  and  five 
honours,  then  they  counted  on  three  to  the  next  game. 
This  I  thought,  a  decided  advantage,  and  made  that  game, 
in  my  opinion,  far  preferable  to  our  own  ;  for  with  us  it 
often  happens  that,  when  the  markers  stand  at  four, 
an  excellent  hand  is  held,  perhaps  with  four  honours, 
and  the  game  is  won  and  the  cards  thrown  up  ;  Avhereas, 
according  to  the  German  mode,  the  whole — that  is,  in 
the  case  of  the  first  games  of  the  rubber — would  be 
played  out,  and  the  surplus  tricks  and  honours  counted 
on  to  the  next  game. 

These  balls  were  given  by  the  king  regularly  through 
the  whole  winter.  Except  on  grand  occasions,  when 
the  fete  took  place  at  the  castle,  and  all  eligible  at 
court  were  invited,  only  a  moderate  number  were 
commanded  to  the  small  palaces,  and  these  were  only 
dancers.      The  list   was   sent   round   to   the   different 
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barracks,  but  'only  dancers  were  to  put  down  their 
names  ; '  and  on  one  occasion  there  was  added  an  order 

'  all  were  to  dance  Avith  Friiulein  von ,'  a  young 

lady,  daughter  of  a  great  friend  of  the  King's,  ugly 
and  a  bad  dancer,  who,  His  Majesty  had  heard,  had 
been  at  sundry  balls,  and  had  got  no  partners. 

The  young  men  banded  together,  and  determined  to 
carry  out  their  orders  to  the  strict  letter,  and  with 
dances  and  extra  tours  they  worked  the  poor  girl  off 
her  legs,  and  she  was  completely  exhausted  and  done 
up  for  a  month.  She  could  not  make  out  the  sudden 
attention  of  the  young  officers. 

Surprise,  excitement,  almost  consternation  was  caused 
one  night  at  a  court  ball  by  the  appearance  of  a  magni- 
ficent young  laird  in  full  Highland  costume,  bonnet  and 
eagle's  feather,  scarf  and  belt,  with  beautiful  cairngorm- 
mounted  dirk,  skeandhu  in  his  sock,  and  strong  red 
naked  muscular  legs,  with  knotty  calves,  such  as  are 
now  seen  on  sundry  bicyclists,  but  were  never  known, 
if  they  existed,  forty  years  ago  on  any  but  the  sturdy 
northern  mountaineer. 

But  another  case,  that  astonished  the  natives  still 
more,  was  that  of  a  noted  gallant  officer  in  Highland 
uniform,  not  only  with  brawny  bare  legs,  but  tattooed 
all  over  with  lizards,  snakes,  tortoises,  &c.,  most  beauti- 
fully and  artistically  drawn  and  coloured  by  the  natives 
of  Burmah,  where  he  had  long  been  quartered.  A  little 
German  baroness,  too  old  and  ugly,  one  might  have 
thought,  to  have  scruples  or  prejudices  of  delicacy  in 
in  such  a  case,  burst  forth  in  horror, 

'  Ach !  ih !  Herr  Je,  mein  Gott  1  Was  ist  das  ?  Auf 
einem  Hof-Ball  1  in  Damengesellschaft :    Dicke,  haarige, 
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scheussliche,  nackte  Beine  !  das  ist  aber  zu  viel !  Das 
ist  sonderbar,  niclit  zu  sagen  gemein !  Und  das  erlaubt 
die  Konigin  Victoria  ? '  * 

I  remember  to  have  witnessed  something  of  the 
same  sort  of  commotion  at  a  ball  at  the  Tuileries, 
in  the  time  of  Louis  Philippe,  upon  the  appearance 
of  a  burly  red-legged  Highland  officer,  who  sat  himself 
down  near  me,  and  next  to  the  then  famed,  still 
beautiful,  Countess  Guiccioli.  She  jumped  as  if  she 
had  been  shot,  and  though  she  was  not  voluble,  like 
the  little  German  baroness,  though  she  said  not  a  word, 
she  gave  full  expression  to  her  feelings  by  a  look  of 
withering  scorn  as  she  walked  away  in  dignified  state- 
liness ;  and  really,  without  pretending  to  the  delicacy 
of  the  Yankee  lady  who  covered  the  bare  pedestals  of 
her  piano  with  neat  little  frilled  trousers,  I  must  own, 
not  being  a  Scotchman,  that  I  think  naked  ourang- 
outang  legs  at  a  court  ball  savour  more  of  barbaric 
than  civilized  fashion,  and  ought  not  to  be  tolerated 
in  European  society. 

At  one  ball  I  trod  upon  a  brilliant  brooch,  but 
fortunately  did  not  break  it.  I  took  it  immediately 
to  the  Controller  of  the  Household,  who  pooh-poohed 
my  idea  of  its  being  diamonds,  saying,  'It  was  often 
so,  people  picked  up  many  jewels,  and  brought  them 
to  him,  but  they  were  mere  paste,  and  nobody  ever 
inquired  after  them.'  I  drew  his  attention  to  the 
brooch  again,   and   convinced  him  that  it  Avas   really 


*  Oh  !  gracious  !  Lord  Jesus  !  my  God  !  what  is  that  ?  At  a 
Court  Ball  !  in  Ladies'  Society  !  Thick,  hairy,  horrid,  naked 
legs  !  that  is  too  much  of  a  good  thing  !  That  is  out  of  the  way, 
not  to  say  vulgar  !     And  that  is  allowed  hy  Queen  Victoria  V 
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diamonds,  and  sure  enough  the  owner  reported  herself, 

and  reclamied  her  really  Taluablc  property,   thanking 

me  much  for  giving  it  up  to  the  Hof-Marshal,   at  which 

I    was   a   little    surprised,    not   knowing   what   else   a 

gentleman  could  possibly  be  supposed  to  do  Avith  an 

article  of  which  appropriation  could  only  have   been 

stealing. 

At  another  ball  T  saw  a  large  garter  on  the  floor, 

and  was  just  going  to  pick  it  up  when  one  of  the 
aides-de-camp  stepped  before  me,  and  immediately 
took  it  off  to  the  king.  It  was  light-blue  Avatered 
silk,  and  of  immense  size.  It  was  evidently  made  out 
of  an  old  ribbon  of  a  Guelphen-Order  Grand  Cross. 
The  king  immediately  spotted  one  tall,  stout  lady, 
the  wife  of  a  grandee,  decorated  with  that  order,  who, 
according  to  common  report,  was  not  very  particular 
in  her  conduct,  and  there  w^as  not  much  of  the  '  Honi 
soit  qui  mal  y  pense'  in  the  king's  banter  upon  the 
size,  and  make,  and  quality,  and  the  loss  and  recovery 
of  such  a  useful,  and,  he  should  have  thought,  necessary 
part  of  her  costume. 

Balls  produce  curious  things,  and  I  think  I  found 
something  more  extraordinary  than  the  long  and  large 
garter.  It  was  at  a  ball  given  by  the  Reigning  High- 
ness of  one  of  the  numerous  little  principalities  of  the 
neighbourhood.  From  one  of  the  dancing  crowd,  I 
could  not  say  from  Avhich,  I  saw  something  drop,  and 
not  making  out  what  it  could  be,  I  let  my  pocket- 
handkerchief  drop  over  it,  put  both  into  my  pocket, 
and  went  into  the  next  room  for  examination.  It 
turned  out  to  be  a  pair  of  dirty  white  worsted  socks ! 
I  could  not  find  any  one  who   owned  them,  though  I 
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asked  on  all  sides  ;  probably  nobody  dared  to  braA'e 
the  ridicule  of  OAvning  them.  So  I  took  them  home,  and, 
I  may  add,  I  treasure  them  as  a  curiosity  unto  this  day. 

My  wife,  upon  our  return  to  the  inn,  showed  them 
to  her  German  lady's-maid,  and  asked  for  an  explana- 
tion. Her  idea  was  that  the  young  lady,  when  dressed 
for  the  ball  at  the  Schloss,  had  been  inspected  by  her 
mother,  who,  deeming  her  not  tiffled  out  sufficiently 
behind  to  satisfy  the  taste  and  fashion  of  the  day,  took 
up  the  first  thing  at  hand  (this  roll  of  Avorsted  socks) 
and  stuck  it  under  her  daughter's  gown  as  bustle,  and, 
as  she  bounded  in  a  Polka  or  Schottische,  it  had  jolted 
out  of  its  ornamental  place  on  to  the  floor. 

However,  Ave,  who  witnessed  the  departure  of  the 
company  after  the  ball,  were  of  a  different  opinion, 
and  I  think  now  Ave  hit  the  right  nail  on  the  head. 
The  people,  or,  rather,  I  should  say  the  highest 
nobility  and  the  others  admitted  to  court,  were — 
most  of  them — very  poor,  and  there  Avas  not  a  carriage 
amongst  them.  The  court  officials  and  all  strangers, 
as  I  heard  after Avards,  were  allowed  to  send  to  the 
princely  marstall  and  order  a  carriage  on  the  night  of 
a  ball  upon  payment  of  a  thaler  fee,  but  the  others  all 
went  on  foot,  in  goloshes  when  it  was  wet,  and  with 
oversocks  Avhen  the  ground  Avas  covered  Avith  snow. 
When  I  saw  the  army  of  '  Betties,*  Avith  their  lanterns, 
waiting  in  the  hall  as  we  came  out,  with  stockings  of 
all  colours  in  their  hands,  a  light  broke  in  upon  me  as 
to  the  meaning  of  the  socks  Avliich  I  had  in  my  pocket, 
but  for  Avhich  I  heard  no  demand. 

I  Avas  sorry  not  to  restore  them  to  their  lawful 
owner,  but  I  did  not  like  to  act  the  part  of  a  crier. 
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As  the  guests  walked  out  in  these  primitive  appendages, 
I  saw  plainly  the  use  to  which  they  were  applied,  but 
the  mystery  remained,  and  remains  to  this  day,  how 
they  ever  got  into  the  ball-room. 

Xothing  could  be  more  happy  than  everybody 
seemed  at  these — to  a  certain  extent  grand,  but  also 
homely — parties.  They  were  little  expense  to  the 
prince,  or  to  those  who  were  honoured  with  invitations. 
There  were  only  a  few  musicians  from  the  sole  regi- 
mental band :  no  suppers,  tea,  lemonade  and  cakes ; 
some  '  Kalbsfleisch  '-sandwiches  of  course,  and  a  cup  of 
hot  soup  before  starting  to  walk  home,  with  a  ther- 
mometer often  near  to  zero.  The  '  beau  monde '  came 
in  high-coloured  dresses,  white  washing  gloves,  and 
black  leather  shoes.  The  princely  family  were  all 
courteous  and  condescending,  mixing  in  the  most 
friendly  way  in  the  throng,  with  a  kind  word  for 
everybody  ;  everything  was  enjoyable  and  not 
fatiguing,  for  the  fete  began  at  eight  and  was  over  by 
midnight. 

Surely  this  was  a  sensible  way  of  friendly  meeting, 
which  might  well  be  followed  in  England,  where  many 
vie  with  each  other  in  giving  grand  entertainments  now 
and  then,  with  sit-down  champagne  suppers,  running  to 
such  expense  that  few  dare  to  face  it :  and  so  young 
people  lose  much  amusement  which  their  contem- 
poraries— much  poorer— enjoy  in  Germany  ;  and  old 
people  also  lose  nmch  sociability,  and  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  their  children  and  grandchildren  iiappily  indulg- 
ing in  the  merry  dance  so  natural  to  their  age.  I  believe, 
fifty  years  ago,  before  the  troublous  times  broke 
out,  no   people  were  more  happy,  in  their  moderate 
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way,  than  the  natives  of  these  small  principalities. 
Kindness  and  condescension  on  the  part  of  the  reign- 
ing families  were  always  met  by  respect  and  devotion. 

It  seems  to  us  in  these  days  almost  a  farce  tliat 
these  independent  governments  should  have  been  kept 
up  so  long  when  the  square  miles  of  the  principality, 
about  eight,  just  equalled  Rutlandshire,  and  the 
Residenz-Stadt,  with  its  castle,  moat,  and  drawbridge, 
Avas  no  larger  than  Oakham.  Still,  Lilliputian  as  they 
were  in  territory,  they  were  Brobdingnagian  in  titles. 
There  was  a  '  Grand-Marcchal '  and  a  '  Grand  Maitre 
de  Ceremonies,'  and  a  '  Grande-iNIaitresse,'  and  a  '  Grand 
Ecuyer,'  and  a  '  Grand  Veneur,'  &c.  ;  and  there  was  a 
'  Grand  Armee,'  giving  one  hundred  and  thirteen  men 
as  its  contingent  to  the  forces  of  the  Fatherland,  and 
formerly,  one  of  these — not  great — Powers  of  Europe 
had  nine  Cavalry  Carbineers,  of  which  it  was  said,  for 
economy's  sake,  only  the  two  flank  men  had  jack-boots, 
the  inside  men,  whose  legs  were  not  seen,  riding  in 
nothing  but  overalls. 

Some  years  ago,  when  the  cavalry  was  disbanded  and 
the  horses  sold,  the  two  boots  and  a  full  uniform  were 
retained  for  the  man  who  stood  sentry  at  the  prince's 
palace.  There  were  two  men  on  this  honoured  service, 
'emeriti,'  who  had  served  faithfully  and  steadily,  and 
had  thus  earned  their  appointments  by  their  good 
conduct.  So  a  large  uniform  was  retained  to  fit  any 
one,  and  it  was  a  cavalry  uniform  though  there  were  no 
longer  any  horses  when  I  was  there.  On  the  day  I 
went  to  pay  my  respects  at  the  castle,  the  guard  had 
just  been  relieved.  The  sentry  whose  time  was  up  left 
his  large   uniform  coat,   and  helmet  with  long  horse 
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tail,  and  heavy  cavalry  sword  behind  him,  and  walked 
home  through  the  streets  to  dinner  in  white  flannel 
jacket,  foraging  cap,  slippers,  and  leather  breeches  tied 
with  thongs  at  the  ankles  ;  while  the  other,  quite  a  little 
man,  donned  his  ill-fitting  uniform  and  stood  in  full  fig 
at  his  sovereign's  door,  as  proud,  no  doubt,  as  the  Life- 
guardsman  at  the  Horse  Guards  or  the  bear-skin 
sentry   at   Buckingham   Palace. 

One  of  the  neighbouring  reigning  Princes  was  a  scion 
of  this  house,  and,  I  believe  a  former  commandant  of 
the  nine  men  so  long  as  the  squad  existed  ;  but,  at  all 
events,  he  always  wore  the  time-honoured  uniform,  of 
which  he  was  very  proud,  as  having  been  peculiar  to 
the  house  of  his  ancestor  from  the  earliest  ages.  He 
was  very  fond  of  the  theatre,  which  he  had  not  got  in 
his  own  little  Resident-Stadt,  and  often  came  to 
Hanover  when  any  notorieties  were  to  sing,  act,  or 
dance.  He  was  there  when  Pepita  danced,  and  sat  in 
the  king's  private  box,  most  intent  upon  every  step  of 
the  renowned  balletrice.  He  sat  in  front  with  his 
glasses  in  his  left  hand,  and  not  liking  to  lose  a  step  by 
taking  them  from  his  eye,  and  yet  wishing  to  applaud, 
he  stiffened  his  right  \e<^  straight  under  him  and  made 
a  sort  of  drum  of  the  seat  of  his  yellow,  leather 
breeches,  and  so  introduced  a  mode  of  clapping  with 
his  right  hand  novel  but  very  sonorous,  which  made  His 
Serene  Highness's  high  approbation  unmistakably  known 
all  over  the  opera-house. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

SUNDAY  BALLS — I  BEG  TO  BE  EXCUSED  ATTENDING — MR.  BLIGH 
—  THE  ATTACHES  REQUEST  EXEMPTION — THE  PAT  IN  THE 
FIRE,  WITH  A  VENGEANCE — ^' HERE'S  A  CABAL' — 'THEY  SHALL 
ALL  COME  ' — FRESH  INVITATIONS  SENT  OUT — PUNISHMENT  OP 
THE  ENGLISH  EMBASSY — SUMMONED  TO  A  COURT  BALL — 
EXEMPTED  ONCE  MORE — THE  GERMANS  '  CUT '  US — THE  KING'S 
LETTER — THE   SUNDAY   BALLS    GIVEN   UP. 

A  BALL  was  once  a  great  cause  of  excitement  amongst 
the  court  party.  The  King,  for  some  reason  or  other, 
took,  it  into  his  head  to  issue  invitations  for  a  ball  on 
Sunday,  and  the  members  of  the  British  legation  and 
the  chaplain  and  his  family  had  the  honour  of  being 
included.  Of  course  I  had  not  a  moment's  hesita- 
tion in  regard  to  my  duty.  As  an  English  clergy- 
man, I  ventured  to  submit  to  His  Majesty  that  I 
could  not  make  my  appearance,  and  humbly  begged 
to  be  excused.  The  request  was  very  graciously 
conceded. 

Upon  hearing  this,  Mr.  Bligh,  our  Minister  Pleni- 
potentiary, begged  for  the  same  exemption,  and 
perhaps  made  a  mistake  in  giving  his  reason,  and 
venturing  to  state  that  it  was  against  his  principles 
to  go  to  a  ball  on  a  Sunday.     The   exemption   was 
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granted,  but  not  so  graciously;  it  was  'granted  to  an 
old  friend  for  whose  principles  or  prejudices  the  king 
was  willing  to  have  respect,  but  His  Majesty  reminded 
his  Excellency  that  he  was  the  Queen's  representative 
at  a  foreign  embassy,  and  that,  strictly  speaking,  he 
was  bound  to  appear  when  a  party  was  given  at  the 
court  to  which  he  was  accredited,  whether  on  Sunday 
or  on  any  other  day  of  the  week.'  The  concession 
being  given,  though  not  without  qualification,  the 
Secretary  of  the  legation,  for  himself  and  his  wife, 
and  the  attache  thought  they  might  venture  to  make 
the  same  request.  Oh,  here  was  the  fat  in  the  fire 
with  a  vengeance  1 

'  Oh,  by  God ! '  said  the  old  king,  '  here's  a  cabal 
to  beard  me  in  my  own  court,  to  dictate  to  me  what 
I  shall  do.  They  shall  all  come ; '  and  consequently 
fresh  invitations  were  sent  to  all,  including  the  chaplain, 
whom  the  Germans  were  pleased  to  represent  to  the 
king  as  the  chief  conspirator,  as  'head  and  front 
of  the  offending.'  My  answer  was  very  short,  re-stating 
my  objection  as  an  English  clergyman,  and  simply 
adding  that,  if  my  presence  was  insisted  upon,  I  had 
no  alternative  but  to  resign  the  office  I  had  the  honour 
to  hold.  The  answer  was  favourable,  and  I  was  told 
by  the  secretary  that  the  king  said,  'Let  him  have 
his  own  way;  he's  more  particular  than  the  bishops. 
I  remember  when  the  bishops  always  attended  my 
father's  court  on  a  Sunday,  but  let  him  have  his 
own  way. 

Poor  Mr.  Bligli  and  the  members  of  the   legation 
had    to  pocket  their  principles,    and   to   make   their 

o  2 
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appearance  at  the  Sunday  ball,  and  according  to  royal 
manners  {at  that  time),  though  invited,  not  to  say 
commanded,  to  the  palace,  they  were  not  taken  any 
notice  of — not  even  treated  to  an  inclination  of  the 
head  "when  they  made  their  bow,  as  His  INIajesty  passed 
down  the  line  and  addressed  a  few  words  to  the  other 
diplomatists.  The  king  was  not  satisfied  with  this 
single  mark  of  his  displeasure,  but  continued  his  balls 
and  his  conduct  for  many  Sundays,  rather  maliciously, 
it  was  thought,  chuckling  at  the  English  minister's 
evident  discomfiture  and  manifest,  though  suppressed, 
indignation. 

After  these  balls  had  passed  for  more  than  a  month 
without  any  notice,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  my 
surprise  was  very  great  one  morning  to  receive  the 
usual  printed  invitation  for  myself,  wife,  and  motlier. 
in-law  to  a  Court  and  ball  to  be  given  at  the  castle 
on  the  Sunday  after,  which  happened  to  be  the  birth- 
day of  the  Crown  Princess. 

I  went  immediately  to  the  Hof-Marshal,  and  re- 
minded him  that  His  Majesty  had  been  graciously 
pleased  to  grant  me  exemption  from  all  court  balls 
on  Sundays.  His  excellency's  answer  was,  it  was  a 
'Court,'  and  he  was  told  to  send  me  an  invitation. 
I  said,  'I  held  to  His  Majesty's  first  answer,  and  that 
I  should  not  make  my  appearance,  that  I  was  quite 
sure  the  Crown  Princess,  who  knew  all  that  had  taken 
place  in  regard  to  the  Sunday  balls,  would  not  consider 
my  absence  as  disrespectful,  and  I  was  quite  prepared 
to  beg  to  be  allowed  to  resign  if  my  attendance  were 
insisted  upon.'     I  heard  nothing  further  of  the  matter. 
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and  was  very  plainly  given  to  understand  a  few  nights 
afterwards,  at  a  ball  at  the  Austrian  minister's,  that 
the  king  was  not  offended  with  me  ;  for  His  Majesty, 
though  he  passed  by  all  the  members  of  our  legation 
without  a  look,  specially  addressed  a  few  words  to 
me  and  to  my  wife,  and  I  had  this  confirmed  a  short 
time  afterwards  in  black  and  white  by  a  letter,  still 
in  my  possession,  from  General  von  During,  the  secre- 
tary, to  which  was  attached  the  very  signature  of  which 
I  give  a  fac-simile  under  the  portrait  of  the  king  given 

as  frontispiece. 

Though    I    accepted    His    Majesty's    condescension 

in   its   ridit   light,    I   found   that   the    Germans   were 

determined  to  show  by  their  manner  what  they  thought 

of  the    'cabal'    of  which   they   heard   the    king    had 

spoken,   and  that  some   plainly   avoided,    not   to   say 

cut  us,  and  that  others,  Avith  whom  we  had  been  on 

intimate  terms,  evidently  turned  us  the  cold  shoulder. 

Upon  this,  I  immediately  wrote  to  the  king  (reading 

my  letter  carefully  to   the   secretary,    and   leaving   it 

in  his   hands),    stating   what    I  had  observed   in   the 

conduct    of    the    Germans   at   court,    which   was    too 

marked  to  be  mistaken,   and   I  added,    I   begged   to 

assure  His  Majesty  that  I  had  nothing  in  the  world 

to  do  with  the  steps  that  had  been  taken  by  Mr.  Bligh 

and   the    other   members   of  the   British    legation    in 

regard  to  the  Sunday  balls ;  that  I  had  only  spoken 

for  myself  in  the  application  I  ventured  to  make  for 

exemption,    and  that   I   had    not   exchanged   a   word 

upon  the  subject  with  any  one  previous  to  Avriting  my 

own  private  letter.     To  this  I  received  the  following 

answer : 
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"  Hanover,  Januanj  30,  1844. 

'Deae  Sir, 

'  I  lost  no  time  in  communicating  to  His 
Majesty  the  conversation  which  took  place  this  morn- 
ing between  you  and  myself,  upon  which  His  Majesty 
instaotly  replied  that  he  never  for  one  single  moment 
had  an  idea  that  you  would  have  been  a  party  con- 
cerned, for,  knowing  that  you  have  lived  so  much  on 
the  Continent,  you  must  be  fully  aware  of  the  habits 
and  customs  of  it.  His  Majesty  was  perfectly  aware 
and  perfectly  understood  that  you,  in  your  ecclesiastical 
position,  could  not  assist  on  Sundays,  and  therefore 
was  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  excuse  you  made,  and 
particularly  took  an  opportunity,  when  meeting  you 
and  your  family  last  week  at  an  assembly,  to  prove 
to  the  whole  society  his  perfect  approbation  by 
addressing  you  all. 

'This,  however,  he  could  not  do  to  the  mission,  as, 
unfortunately,  through  some  inconceivable  misunder- 
standing, a  ^:)rn'«^e  favour,  granted  to  Mr.  Bligh  as 
an  individual  and  an  old  acquaintance  of  His  Majesty, 
had  changed  its  character,  inasmuch  that  the  whole 
of  the  mission  had  officially  informed  the  Ober-Hof- 
Marshal-Amt  that  they  could  not  appear  on  the 
Sunday  at  the  draAving-rooms.  I  understood  from 
jNIr.  Bligh  that  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,  and 
therefore  I  cannot  conceive  how  it  took  place.  His 
Majesty  added  further,  that  some  few  persons  had 
really  thought  it  possible  that  you  might  have  suggested 
it,  but  he  instantly  replied  certainly  not,  he  is  too 
sensible  a  man  ever  to  have  suggested  such  a  thing, 
as  he  must  be  well  aware,  from  his  having  so  long 


'ALL'S  WELL  THAT  EXDS  WELL.'  100 

resided  on  the  Continent,  that  Sundays  are  considered, 
after  divine  service  is  over,  as  holidays,  and  therefore 
here  at  Hanover  there  are  no  balls  or  plays  allowed 
on  a  Saturday,  that  evening  being  considered  as  a 
sacred  evening, 

'  Ever  yours  truly, 

'  George  von  During. 

'  (Countersigned)     Ernst  R. 

*  To  the  Reverend  Dr.  Wilkinson, 
'  Herrenhausen.' 

'All's  weir  (I  thought)  'that  ends  well' 
Of  course  I  was  delighted  to  get  this  gracious  ac- 
knowledgment in  black  and  white  from  His  Majesty, 
because  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  its  effect  upon 
his  courtiers.  Of  course  I  communicated  it  to  those 
with  whom  we  had  been  most  intimate,  but  who 
seemed  to  waver  in  their  friendships,  and  General  von 
During,  always  my  kind  friend,  made  it  known,  accord- 
ing to  his  promise,  to  those  about  him,  and  the  breath 
of  royalty  immediately  dissipated  the  clouds  which 
seemed  to  be  gathering  around  us.  Smirks  and  smiles 
again  became  the  order  of  the  day,  and  we  appreciated 
them — for  what  we  thought  they  were  worth ! 

Soon  after  this — for  what  reason  I  really  do  not 
remember — the  Sunday  balls  were  given  up;  whether 
it  was  that  His  Majesty  thought  he  had  made  the 
mission  eat  humble-pie  enough,  or  that  he  himself 
was  glad  to  break  through  what  seemed  a  dead-lock, 
which  precluded  him  from  discussion  of  matters  of 
English  interest  with  the  Minister  Plenipotentiary,  and 
from  his  fun  and  jokes  with  the  fascinating  and  lively 
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wife  of  our  Secretary  of  legation,  who  was  a  great 
favourite,  the  result  was  that,  without  any  formal 
reason  being  given  or  apology  being  demanded,  an 
invitation  to  dine  at  the  palace  was  sent  to  the  whole 
legation,  including  ourselves. 

The  reception  was  most  cordial ;  no  reference  was 
made  to  the  past ;  all  things  seemed  to  return  at 
once  into  the  old  groove,  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
The  king  seemed  again  in  the  highest  spirits  with 
his  old  English  friends  around  him.  No  doubt  His 
Majesty  had  marred  his  own  happiness  by  what  we 
may  now  call  '  boycotting '  the  English  mission,  for  he 
never  spoke  German  freely  or  fluently  as  a  native, 
and  consequently  he  lost  so  much  of  the  wit  and 
anecdote  and  repartee,  and  'mirth  and  jollity,'  into 
which,  if  well,  he  entered  so  cordially  with  his  country- 
people  in  his  own  language. 
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KIXG  AT  children's  BALL  AT  THE  CHAPLAi:x's  HOUSE  AT  HER- 
REXHAUSEX — LADIES'  CRICKET  AND  ARCHERY  —  FOREIGN 
minister's  idea  of  ARCHERY — PRONUNCIATION  OF  ENGLISH 
—  PRINCE  LABANOFF — BARON  OXENSTIERN — GERMAN  BARON — 
'  D — N  ! '  '  YAAS,'  '  JA-SO  ' — CROWN  PRINCESS's  PRONUNCIA- 
TION— KING    GEORGE'S — BECAWSE,   BECOS—  PECULIAR   ERRORS 

IN  German's  English — German's  English  letter — major 

VON WAY  OF  learning  ENGLISH. 

I  HA  YE  one  more  ball  to  describe,  which  I  cannot  pass 
over,  as  it  was  one  in  which  I  was  immediately  con- 
cerned, and  such  a  ball  as  I  am  sure,  I  may  venture  to 
say,  was  never  attended  by  royalty  before,  and  never 
will  be  again. 

It  was  specially  a  children's  ball,  given  on  the 
occasion  of  my  daughter's  seventh  birthday,  to  which 
about  sixty  young  playmates  were  invited,  with  all  the 
grown-up  persons  belonging  to  these  families,  who  were 
to  look  after  their  own  children,  and  remain  to  dance 
when  the  little  ones  went  home  to  bed. 

We  were  living,  by  the  gracious  permission  of  the 
king,  in  a  large  old  royal  house  at  Herrenhausen,  a 
part  of  which  up  stair.s,  was  occupied  by  some  of  His 
Majesty's  attendants  at  the  marstall,  but  we  had  the 
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other  rooms  up  stairs  and  the  whole  of  the  ground-floor 
placed  at  our  disposal,  a  '  suite,'  with  nineteen  windows, 
comi^rising  a  parqueted  saloon  about  tliirty-six  feet 
square  and  thirty  feet  high,  with  double  range  of 
windows  extending  through  the  two  stories. 

The  house  looked  out  on  a  Aery  large  garden,  at 
Avhicli  eight  gardeners  used  to  work.  The  head- 
gardener  was  a  great  friend  of  mine,  and  used  to  delight 
my  ladies  by  ornamenting  our  steps  with  numerous 
pots  of  moss-roses,  for  which  he  was  very  celebrated. 
On  this  birthday,  besides  five  hundred  pots  on  the 
steps,  we  had  at  least  a  thousand  blooming  buds  in 
bouquets  fixed  by  his  exquisite  taste  all  round  the 
room.  Every  sort  of  flower  that  would  make  a  good 
eff'ect  was  most  artistically  arranged  round  our  fountain. 
The  lawn  was  beautifully  shorn,  and  all  was  in  perfect 
order,  and  never  was  there  such  a  sight  before  in  any 
'  jjarsonage.' 

It  was  to  begin  as  a  garden  fete,  with  all  sorts  of 
games ;  archery — which  was  something  new  to  the 
Germans — and  cricket  being  in  the  programme.  Both 
of  these  had  been  practised  up.  At  one  rehearsal  of 
our  archery  a  foreign  Minister  Plenipotentiary  was 
present,  who,  of  course,  like  many  other  foreigners, 
knew  everything,  who  'had  seen  archery  in  England, 
had  not  got  his  own  bow  and  arrows,  but  should  be 
delighted  to  take  a  part,  and  enlist  in  the  game,  as  he 
called  it,  if  I  would  lend  him  the  necessary  parapherna- 
lia.' Though  'he  knew  all  about  it,'  I  saw  that  he  put 
the  quiver  on  the  wrong  side,  and  the  tassel  on  the 
wrong  place,  and,  when  he  took  the  bow,  he  turned  it 
the  wrong  way  upwards,  and  began  to  pull  the  arrow — 
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of  course  unevenly— up  to  the  head.  It  was  a  wonder 
he  did  not  break  my  best  bow. 

I  just  saw  him  in  time,  and,  rushing  forward,  saved 
my  favourite  article. 

'  Ah,  oui,  oui,  monsieur,  maintenant  je  vois,  je  me 
suis  trompe.'  (For  once,  possibly,  the  only  time  such 
admission  was  ever  made.)  '  It  is  a  long  time  since  I 
did  shoot  in  England.' 

Then  he  adjusted  his  weapon  afresh,  bent  bow  and 
arrow  to  the  ground,  drew  up  to  the  head,  and,  instead 
of  aiming  at  the  target,  raised  the  bow  up  almost 
perpendicularly,  and  shot  over  the  target,  over  the 
fountain,  over  the  tops  of  the  trees,  marking  the 
progress  of  the  arrow  with  intense  delight.  '  La  voila, 
la  voila  farder  dan  any  one  !  '  (As  if  that  was  the  object.) 

The  arrow  went  down  to  the  lower  garden,  nobody 
knew  where.  All  went  to  seek  for  it,  but  without 
success.  It  could  not  be  found,  nor  indeed  did  we 
ever  find  it  afterwards.  I  regretted  my  beautiful 
London-made  arrow,  of  course  not  to  be  replaced  in 
Germany,  but  I  consoled  myself  that  at  least  I  had  got 
my  bow,  which  had  been  in  great  jeopardy,  back  out  of 
his  Excellency's  hands  safe  and  sound. 

We  had  regular  cricket-parties  on  our  lawn,  our 
children  and  their  little  friends,  sundry  grown-up 
ladies,  attaches  and  officers  ;  double  wicket,  but  always 
with  large  white  tennis-ball,  quite  heavy  and  hard 
enough  for  ladies  or — foreigners.  Then,  I  think, 
cricket  is  admissible,  healthy,  and  amusing  in  a  mixed 
party,  particularly  where  there  are  shrubs  all  round,  as 
we  had,  to  prevent  the  gentlemen  from  hitting  too  hard. 
I  cannot  bear  the  '  Duke's-  and  Wisden-balls,  which  in 
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this  advanced  age  are  in  use,  for  tlie  delicate  fingers  of 
young  ladies  and  tender  legs,  which  will  sometimes  be 
before  wicket,  and  may  be  seriously  injured.  Special 
rules  Avere  made  for  our  small  cricket-ground.  Ladies 
might  '  slog  and  swipe '  as  tliey  could  and  liked  and 
get  '  lost  ball '  into  the  bushes,  but  if  gentlemen 
hit  ^off  the  lawn,  they  were  out.  Should  this  meet 
the  eye  of  Lady  Munster  or  her  sister,  they  may 
remember  our  lawn.  They  as  young  girls,  then  lively 
guests  for  some  weeks  of  His  Majesty,  astonished  me,  I 
remember,  not  a  little  by  their  prowess  with  the 
cricket-bat,  '  swiping  and  slogging '  into  the  bushes. 

On  the  occasion  of  our  birthday  due  preparation  was 
being  made  in  the  morning,  when  an  orderly  rode  up 
and  brought  me  a  letter  from  the  Crown  Prince,  saying 
that,  if  I  would  permit  it.  His  Royal  Highness  would 
like  to  send  his  children  up  to  our  fUe.  Of  course  I 
had  but  one  answer — '  We  should  be  delighted  if  the 
Royal  children  would  honour  us.' 

About  an  hour  afterwards  another  orderly  rode  up 
with  another  letter  to  say  the  Crown  Prince  and  Princess 
would  like  to  come  themselves,  and — again  with  our 
permission — would  bring  His  Royal  Highness's  sister 
(half-sister),  the  Princess  of  Rudolstadt,  and  her  son  and 
daughter.  Of  course  the  same  answer  was  returned. 
Another  hour,  and  another  royal  messenger.  Prince 
William  of  Solms  (half-brother  to  the  Crown  Prince) 
and  the  Princess,  with  my  permission,  would  like  to 
come  and  bring  their  children.  Shortly  afterwards 
another  royal  messenger  arrived.  The  Duke  of  Alten- 
burg  (father  of  the  Crown  Princess)  and  his  daughters 
would  like  to  be  present  at  our  party ! 
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Then,  last  and  most  unexpected  and  astounding  of 
all,  another  orderly  arrived  iu  hot  haste,  rattling  over 
our  stones,  and  bringing  a  missive  from  one  of  the 
king's  aides-de-camp,  saying  that  His  Majesty  himself 
proposed  to  come  up  after  his  dinner,  and  would  bring 
Count  Perponcher,whowas  a  guest  that  day  at  the  palace. 

The  king  had  again  and  again  called  at  our  house 
in  his  drive,  and  had  got  out  and  sat  for  some  time  on 
a  fine  evening  iu  the  garden  watching  the  archery  of 
my  children  and  their  young  friends.  Here  was  an 
'  embarras  de  richesse '  to  excess  !  However,  we  con- 
gratulated ourselves  that  we  had  plenty  of  room  in  our 
larure  garden  for  this  increased  number  of  self-invited 
royal  guests  with  their  respective  attendants. 

A  little  before  the  hour  appointed  for  tea,  many 
children  with  their  parents  had  arrived,  and  the  royal 
children,  with  their  governess  and  nurse,  drove  up 
very  punctually,  bringing  some  beautiful  bouquets  for 
my  daughter  from  the  royal  hothouses.  Then  they  had 
their  tea  and  enjoyed  themselves  at  various  games  in 
the  garden.  About  half-past  six  the  royal  carriages 
drove  up  in  quick  succession  with  the  different  members 
of  the  royal  party  who  had  sent  to  say  they  pro- 
posed to  honour  us.  And  the  Crown  Princess  was 
graciously  pleased  to  bring  a  very  pretty  set  of 
turquoise  brooches  for  the  little  heroine  of  the  fete. 

Shortly  after  seven.  His  Majesty  himself  arrived 
with  Count  Perponcher  and  the  aide-de-camp,  followed 
by  a  carriage  bringing  the  Mistress  of  the  Robes  and 
the  maid-of-honour.  All  were  soon  scattered  about 
the  garden  watching  the  games  of  the  little  ones,  and 
no  one  with  more  interest  than  the  old   king,  when 
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suddenly  the  heavens,  which  had  been  gradually  over- 
clouded, growled  out  some  thunder,  and  a  vivid  flash 
of  lightning  gave  notice  of  what  was  coming  up  very 
quickly.  The  great  drops  began  to  fall,  and  every  one, 
of  course,  crowded  into  the  house.  Peal  succeeded  peal, 
and  flash  flash,  and  the  rain  came  down  in  torrents.  The 
idea  of  a  garden-party  was  at  an  end.  What  was  to  be 
done  ?  Carriages  were  all  gone  to  the  marstall,  but,  had 
they  been  waiting,  nobody  would  have  started  in  such  a 
storm.  We  had  a  small  drawing-room  next  to  our 
saloon,  but  in  both  of  them  there  really  was  scarcely 
standing  space,  much  less  moving  space  for  our  unex- 
pected numbers. 

What  was  to  be  done  ?  Fortunately  we  had  at  the 
extreme  end  of  the  house  an  old  music  or  ball-room, 
upwards  of  forty  feet  long,  which  I  had  not  yet 
furnished,  and,  indeed,  only  used  for  a  lumber-room. 
This  I  immediately  had  cleared,  but  then  the  difficulty 
was  how  to  get  to  it.  There  was  a  narrow  darlt 
passage  at  the  back  of  the  house,  and  on  the  other 
side  from  the  drawing-room  there  was  a  communication 
with  folding  doors,  but  that  was  only  through  our  own 
and  another  bed-room. 

However,  we  felt  we  must  make  the  best  of  it,  and 
trust  to  the  good  nature  of  our  distinguished  guests. 
There  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  throw  all  the 
doors  open,  ring  the  dinner-bell,  and  thus  summon  all 
the  children,  who  came  with  a  rush  through  the  bed- 
rooms to  the  large  unfurnished  music-saloon  at  the  end, 
and  then  there  was  a  shout  of  delight ;  all  the  rain  and 
the  garden  party  were  quite  forgotten  ;  they  had  their 
six  rooms  en  suite,  one  forty-two  feet,  another  thirty- 
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six,  our  dining-room  and  small  drawing-room,  formerly 
reception-rooms,  all  opening  with  large  double-folding 
doors.  They  chased  each  other,  they  ran  races,  they 
played  horses,  they  drove  sledges,  as  they  called  it. 
Our  children  had  often  done  this  with  their  friends  on 
rainy  days,  and  so  it  was  quickly  organised  now.  They 
got  a  piece  of  carpet,  in  which  one  sat,  gathering  it  up 
at  the  four  ends;  to  this  was  attached  a  long  rope, 
with  their  cricket-stumps  as  cross-bars.  Six  children 
then  harnessed  themselves  and  galloped  along  with  the 
one  in  the  so-called  sledge  through  all  the  open  folding- 
doors,  and  round  through  the  dark  passage  back  into 
the  music-room. 

Two  or  three  of  these  teams  were  arranged,  and  it 
was  indeed  a  veritable  game  of  romps.  There  was 
always  one  great  bit  of  fun,  for  there  was  a  threshold 
rather  more  than  an  inch  high  at  every  folding-door, 
and  this  was  taken  by  those  who  knew  it  at  a  rattling 
gallop,  and  often  bumped  the  occupant,  who  knew 
nothing  about  it,  out  of  his  sledge,  causing  roars  of 
laughter.  I  was  astonished  to  see  the  old  King 
himself,  whom  I  had  left  taking  his  coffee  in  the 
drawing-room,  suddenly  appear,  having  come  through 
our  bed-rooms  into  the  great  music-room,  and  take  up 
his  position  where  the  principal  fun  was  going  on, 
which  His  Majesty  seemed  thoroughly  to  enjoy. 
Indeed,  to  see  him  thus,  was  to  see  him  in  his  glory, 
for  he  was  dotingly  fond  of  children. 

It  was  indeed  charming  to  watch  the  stern  old  man, 
as  so  many  thought  him,  stretching  out  his  arms  to 
catch  some  little  one  as  they  rushed  past  him,  and,  in 
their  utter  absence  of  fear  or  thought  of  whose  presence 
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tliey  were  in,  actually  clung  round  His  Majesty's  leg 
(as  I  saw  one)  to  make  the  turning-point  of  the  race  a 
few  of  them  were  running.  One  of  four  years  old — it 
happened  to  be  my  own  little  daughter — the  king 
entrapped,  and  raised  up  and  kissed  her  ;  and  His 
Majesty  was,  I  hope,  too  blind  to  see  what  a  face  she 
made,  and  how  she  wiped  her  cheek,  which  had  been 
tickled  by  the  long  white  moustache.  She  ran  up  to 
me  and  said, 

'  Oh,  papa,  what  a  Loch '  (hole)  '  he's  got  in  his 
Kopf!'  (head). 

This  remark  from  the  little  child,  who,  in  the 
moment  of  being  taken  up  and  kissed,  saw  the  awful 
indentation  which  everybody  who  remembers  the  King 
knows  His  Majesty  had  on  his  head,  was  a  strong  con- 
firmation of  Sir  Everard  Home's  evidence  at  the  in- 
quest— '  that  the  would-be  assassin  had  given  His 
Majesty  a  fearful  blow  with  the  sabre,  which  smashed 
the  skull  so  that  the  brain  was  seen  pulsating.' 

A  2>ro2)os  to  the  exclamation  of  my  little  child,  I  may 
be  allowed  to  make  a  remark  as  the  result  of  my 
experience  for  the  sake  of  some  mother  who  is 
anxiously  teaching  her  young  ones  tAvo  or  three 
languages  at  once,  and  who  may  be  distressed  and 
almost  dismayed  at  their  mixing  up  words  perhaps 
from  all  three  in  the  same  sentence.  She  must  be 
satisfied  that  they  will  do  so,  but  she  may  allay  her 
mind,  for  I  can  assure  her  that  will  drop  that 
habit  as  they  grow  older,  and  their  intellect  becomes 
developed  to  know  what  they  are  about.  But  one  hint 
I  would  venture  to  give  her :  if  she  wishes  the  little 
ones  to  have  a  good  accent,  she  must  not  speak  to 
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them  herself  in  French  or  German,  however  well  she  may 
think  she  speaks,  and  she  must  never  permit  the  French 
or  German  governess  to  speak  to  them  in  English,  hoAv- 
ever  well  and  fluently  they  may  speak  our  language. 

Children,  I  believe,  can  learn  any  number  of 
languages  at  once,  but  to  speak  them  purely  they 
must  learn  each  from  a  native.  This  I  heard  from 
Russians,  who  are  notoriously  first-rate  linguists,  not 
only  because  their  own  language  has  many  of  the 
peculiar  sounds  of  other  languages,  but  because  they 
follow  the  plan  of  having  natives,  as  much  as  possible, 
to  give  instruction,  each  in  his  own  language,  and  they 
make  a  point,  during  the  years  of  instruction,  of  never 
trusting  themselves  to  interfere  or  give  a  lesson  to  their 
children,  except  in  their  own  language.  This  plan  I 
followed  with  my  children.  I  had  a  German  governess 
who  always  spoke  and  gave  instruction  in  her  own 
language ;  I  had  a  French  lonne,  with  whom  the 
children  were  alwavs  alone,  and  cliatterino;  nothing 
but  French  at  their  morning  and  evening  toilette  and 
in  their  walks ;  and  the  English  instruction  I  gave 
myself,  and  we  never  introduced  any  other  language 
but  our  own  when  they  were  in  our  presence. 

This  plan  we  found  most  successful,  and  though  the 
exclamation  of,  '  Oh,  papa,  what  a  Loch  he  has  got  in 
his  Kopf !  '  was  a  specimen  of  their  habit  in  very  early 
years,  still  the  children  grew  up  speaking  the  three 
languages  distinctly  and  correctly,  and  one  as  fluently 
as  the  other.  I  think  German  came  most  naturally  to 
them,  as  they  were  more  with  their  German  governess 
than  with  us,  and  we  found,  if  they  spoke  in  their 
sleep,   it  was  always  in  German,  showing  what   was 
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uppermost  in  their  thoughts.  Of  course,  it  does  not 
fall  to  every  one's  lot  to  have  the  advantage  of  teachers 
of  each  language.  Then,  in  that  case,  the  parents 
must  accept  the  services  of  some  governess  who  adver- 
tises as  having  studied  in  foreign  countries,  and  as 
being  proficient  in  the  different  languages,  and  they 
must  make  the  best  of  it,  but  they  must  be  content 
that  their  children  learn  simply  fluency  from  a 
foreigner  ;  they  will  never  learn  pure  tone  and  accent 
except  from  a  native. 

And  how  can  it  be  otherwise  when  the  foreigner 
can  so  very  seldom  speak  as  a  native  ?  I  have  met 
hundreds,  and  I  may  say  thousands,  during  my  long 
residence  on  the  continent,  and,  though  many  and 
many  have  spoken  English  fluently  and  grammatically,  I 
only  remember  to  have  met  one  whom  I  might  have 
mistaken  for  an  Englishman.  Mj  wife  says  the  same  ; 
her  sole  instance  Avas  a  Russian,  next  to  whom  she 
found  herself  placed  at  a  royal  dinner-party,  and  not, 
during  that  whole  hour  and  a  half,  did  she  detect  a 
single  expression  or  a  single  tone  which  could  betray 
her  neighbour  as  not  being  an  Englishman.  That  was 
a  Prince  Labanoff,  the  same  person,  I  believe,  who  is 
now  ambassador  in  Vienna.  The  one  I  alluded  to  was 
a  Swede,  a  baron  bearing  a  very  old  historical  name, 
a  lineal  descendant  of  a  noted  chancellor  of  the 
kingdom  ;  but,  when  I  knew  him,  a  professor  of 
languages  in  a  large  seaport  town.  I  am  afraid,  from 
what  I  heard,  he  had  fallen  out  of  his  own  society  by 
his  folly  and  extravagance,  and  was  reduced  to  work 
for  his  livelihood  by  the  exercise  of  his  extraordinary 
talent    for    languages,    in    seven   of  which — German, 
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Danish,  English,  French,  Italian,  Spanish,  and 
Portuguese— he  Avas  constantly  giving  instruction,  and 
in  any  other  kindred  languages  he  offered  to  give  in- 
struction if  he  only  had  ^fortnight's  previous  notice. 

I  was  going  to  made  a  trip  through  Norway  and 
Sweden  during  my  summer's  holiday.  I  had  worked 
hard  at  Danish  the  year  before  during  six  weeks'  stay 
at  a  sea  bath  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Keil,  which  then 
belonged  to  Denmark,  and  curiously  enough,  so  purely 
was  that  town  German  in  feeling,  and  so  great  was 
then  the  nmtnal  hatred  of  Dane  and  German,  that  I 
could  not  find  a  single  native  of  Denmark  to  give  me 
lessons,  and  I  could  not  buy  any  Danish  books  in  that 
Danish  town,  but  had  to  send  over  to  the  German 
Hamburg  for  them.  AVhen  I  started  the  next  year, 
and  meant  to  go  through  the  whole  interior  of  Sweden 
on  my  way  to  Norway,  I  bought  a  SAvedish  grammar, 
dictionary,  and  dialogue  book,  and  between  German 
and  Danish  I  found  I  could  understand  almost  anything 
as  far  as  reading  was  concerned  ;  but  I  had  not  the 
slightest  idea  of  the  pronunciation,  and  I  had  never 
met  a  Swede  or  heard  the  language  spoken.  So  when 
I  arrived  at  Gutheburg,  I  determined  to  stay  a  few 
days,  and  I  begged  the  master  of  the  hotel  to  find  me 
a  teacher  to  come  before  breakfast  and  give  me  a 
lesson,  to  walk  out  and  drive  with  me,  dine,  and  give 
me  another  lesson  in  the  evening. 

I  thought  by  that  means  I  should  at  least  learn 
enough  to  pronomice  my  dialogues.  I  did  not  expect 
to  begin  the  very  next  morning  ;  and  I  was  fast  asleep 
in  bed  at  seven  o'clock  when  I  was  wakened  up  by  a 
loud  knock  at  my  door,  and  in  came — without  waitino- 
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for  an  answer — a  skipper-looking  fellow,  as  I  thought 
English,   and  he  began, 

'Halloa!     G d   d n   it,    still   in   your   crib? 

What  a  fellow  you  are  !  I  came  early,  as  the  master 
of  the  hotel  told  me,  and  T  was  glad  to  come,  as  I 
wanted  to  see  an  English  chap  who  thought  he  could 
learn  Swedish  in  three  days.' 

I  told  him  to  go  down  and  order  breakfast,  and  I 
would  be  with  him  as  soon  as  possible.  Then  I 
explained  that  I  did  not  presume  to  think  I  should 
learn  Swedish  in  three  days ;  but  I  thought  I  might 
learn  my  pronunciation  in  three  days.  And  I  did  so, 
having  him  to  myself  for  many  hours  each  day,  and  on 
the  fourth  day  I  launched  forth  in  my  'carriole,'  and 
went  through  the  whole  country  with  dialogue  book  in 
hand  and  dictionary  in  pocket,  by  which  I  kept  up  a 
conversation  with  the  little  boys  and  even  the  little 
girls,  the  authorised  ostlers,  who  jumped  up  behind  on 
my  bag,  hooked  on  as  they  could,  and  accompanied  me 
to  the  next  post  station,  to  bring  back  the  little 
horses,  and  by  the  time  I  arrived  at  the  frontier 
towards  Christiania,  I  had  really  made  considerable 
progress. 

My  Swedish  baron  was  really  the  personification  of 
one's  idea  of  a  rough  English  skipper,  '  full  of  strange 
oaths,'  which  seemed  so  natural,  and,  he  thought,  so 
necessary  for  an  Englishman  of  those  days,  that  he  was 
scarcely  able  to  help  letting  them  out,  though  he  knew 
my  ecclesiastical  character.  He  was  full  of  anecdote, 
had  been  all  over  the  world,  had  been,  according  to  his 
own  account,  in  as  many  '  perils '  as  St.  Paul,  and,  in 
all  the  strange  yarns  that  he  indulged  in  during  those 
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three  days,  I  should  never  have  found  out  that  he  was 
not  an  Englishman. 

He  said  it  was  small  blame  to  him ;  it  was  the  first 
language  he  ever  spoke,  for  he  had  an  English  nurse, 
and,  when  he  was  old  enough,  an  English  tutor,  and 
afterwards  he  had  sailed  in  many  an  English  ship.  His 
father  was  Minister  Plenipotentiary  from  his  country 
first  to  Denmark,  where  he  picked  up  that  kindred 
language,  and  also  German — of  course  from  a  German 
master.  His  sisters  always  had  a  French  governess, 
who  gave  him  regular  lessons,  and  so  he  acquired  that 
accent  when  a  child.  They  had  an  Italian  who  acted 
as  steward  and  mattre  d'hotel,  and,  as  he  himself  was 
from  the  first  intended  for  a  diplomat,  of  course  he 
made  great  friends  Avith  this  '  gransignore,'  and  learnt 
his  first  pronunciation  from  him,  who  had  the  '  lingua 
Toscana  in  bocca  Romana,'  and  this  was  well-impressed 
and  not  injured  afterwards  when  he  carried  on  his 
studies  as  a  young  attache  to  his  father,  who  was  sent 
as  minister  to  Naples.  Before  that  his  father  was 
minister  to  Portugal,  where  he  acquired  the  language 
of  that  country  and  the  grander  kindred  Spanish 
'language  of  the  gods.' 

Of  course,  as  this  was  now  his  profession,  he  was 
proud  to  show  himself  oft'  in  all  the  languages,  and  as 
far  as  I  could  judge  (who  had  dabbled  in  all  and  heard 
all  in  the  different  countries  except  Portuguese  and 
Spanish)  in  all  his  proficiency  was  wonderful,  but  in 
English  I  could  say  it  was  such  as  I  had  never  heard 
before,  and  perhaps  should  never  hear  again.  Now  I 
do  not  think  I  ever  heard  one  German  amongst  the 
many  and  many  who  spoke  English,  it  might  be  said, 
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perfectly,  whom  I  could  have  mistaken  for  an  English- 
man.    They  could  say  the  word  d n  very  plain,  and 

in  what  they  thought  real  English  style,  but  they  could 
never  get  over  one  other  little  word,  and  that  was 
'y  a  a  s.'  It  was  curious  how  many  of  them  thought 
it  was  English  manner  and  custom  to  interlard  their 
observations,  even  before  ladies,  with  that  which  they 
considered  a  natural  and  national  expletive. 

I  remember  a  remarkably  gentlemanly  young  guards- 
man dining  with  us,  who  stood  before  our  open  stove 
with  his  back  to  the  fire  and  his  coat-tails  drawn  aside 
to  warm  himself,  as  he  had  very  likely  seen  the  king  do 
at  the  palace  (the  only  other  place  except  the  English 
houses  where  they  saw  anything  but  closed  stoves) 
and  so,  of  course,  thought  it  the  right  thing  to  do. 
When  my  wife  came  into  the  room,  he  greeted  her 

with,    '  How  are  you,   Mistress  Wilkinson  ?      D d 

cold,  isn't  it  ? '     This  he  thought  was  English  manners. 

I  do  not  know  where  they  got  the  word  '  mistress ' 
from,  which  so  many  of  them  used.  It  is  possible  he 
might  have  got  his  other  expression,  as  he  did  his 
attitude,  from  the  king,  as  no  doubt,  if  hearsay  was 
right,  that  little  word  was  not  exploded  from  His 
Majesty's  vocabulary,  though  His  Majesty — whatever 
might  have  been  his  custom  sometimes,  as  it  certainly 
was  the  custom  of  that  generation — always  kept  a 
watch  before  his  lips  in  the  society  of  ladies,  and  never 
forgot  himself  once  in  my  presence  during  the  many 
years  I  was  in  the  royal  service. 

I  have  no  doubt  the  Germans  can  well  retaliate  to 
the  case  of  'y  a  a  s,'  and  I  believe  they  will  say  the 
same  of  us,  that  there  are  few  English  persons  whom 
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they  would  not  immediately  spot  by  their  pronunciation 
of  the  single  word,  '  Ja.'  But  then  there  is  more  in 
their  Ja  than  in  our  word  yes,  for  Ja  is  infinitely  varied 
in  its  meaning  by  the  way  in  which  the  Germans  pro- 
nounce it,  according  to  the  simple  affirmative,  or  the 
surprised  affirmative,  or  the  interrogative  affirmative, 
or  the  derisive  affirmative,  or  the  doubting  affirmative, 
or  many  other  qualified  affirmatives.  There  is  even  the 
negative  meaning ;  for  they  will  make  Ja,  by  their 
pronunciation  of  it,  express  as  plain  as  a  sentence 
could  make  it,  '  Oh,  I  dare  say ;  you  may  say  so,  but  I 
don't  believe  a  word  of  it !  ' 

It  is  almost  hopeless  for  any  but  a  native,  or  one 
brought  up  from  childhood  in  the  country,  to  acquire 
and  to  give  effect  to  all  the  meanings  of  this  wonder- 
fully expressive  little  word  in  the  mouth  of  a  German. 

There  is  also  another  little  word  Avhich  the  Germans 
might  set  before  us  as  a  test  that,  I  believe,  few,  very 
few,  foreigners  would  get  over,  viz.,  '  So,'  which  accord- 
ing to  tone  and  emphasis  in  the  mouth  of  a  native,  has 
almost  as  many  meanings  as  the  little  word  'Ja.'  Of 
course  the  '  tli '  of  our  language  is  a  difficulty  which  to 
some  is  insuperable,  but  I  can  attest  to  one,  and  that  is 
Her  Majesty  the  ex-Queen  of  Hanover,  who  faced  it  at 
my  dictation,  and  came  out  quite  victorious  over  the 
following  sentence,  '  I  thrust  three  and  thirty  thousand 
thorny  thistles  through  the  thick  of  my  thumb,'  and  she 
read  me  the  lines  very  well, 

'  Though  the  tough  cough  and  hiccough  plough  me  through, 
O'er  life's  dark  lough  my  course  I  still  pursue.' 

Her  Royal  Highness,   as  she  then  Avas,  had  really 
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learnt  our  language  very  well  from  a  charming  English 
lady  whom  she  had  in  her  service  as  reader,  and  Her 
Royal  Highness  was,  I  thought,  getting  over  her  shy- 
ness in  talking  to  me,  when,  presuming,  perhaps,  upon 
her  kindness  and  intimacy,  I  made  an  unfortunate 
remark,  and  drove  her  into  her  shell. 

When  I  met  her  one  day  in  her  garden,  after  salu- 
ting, I  stood  with  my  hat  in  my  hand,  upon  which  she 
said, 

'Pray  put  on  your  had,'  the  t  at  the  end  being  dis- 
tinctly turned,  according  to  frequent  custom  in  German, 
into  d. 

My  answer  was  :  '  I  beg  your  pardon,  madam,  not  my 
head,  but  my  hat.' 

'Ach,'  said  Her  Royal  Highness,  'Ich  werde  mit 
Ihneu  nie-nie  wieder  Englisch  sprechen.'* 

As  we  were  joking  about  pronunciation,  I  did  not 
hesitate  to  make  this  remark  as  to  a  pupil,  without  any 
idea  of  giving  offence,  and,  indeed,  I  am  sure  Her 
Royal  Highness  in  her  kindly  nature  did  not  take 
offence  ;  but  I  think  from  that  time  and  ever  afterwards, 
when  she  became  Queen,  if  Her  Majesty  condescended 
to  address  me,  it  was  always  in  French  or  German,  to 
which,  knowing  how  well  she  understood  English,  and 
thinking  also  she  would  like  it,  I  always  answered  in 
my  own  language. 

King  George,  as  far  as  I  could  judge,  was  the  only 
person  at  Hanover,  even  of  those  Avho  had  one  English 
parent  or  one  German  parent,  who  spoke  English  and 
German  perfectly,  and  exactly  as  natives  would,  with  no 

*  Oil !  I  will  never,  never  speak  Englisli  with  you  again.' 
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peculiar  tone  or  accent  in  either  lani^uage  ;  but  he  Avas, 
as  all  know,  half  German,  was  brought  up  in  England 
till  he  was  thirteen,  and  then  took  his  English  tutor  to 
Berlin,  under  whom  he  completed  his  education. 

Of  all  the  foreigners  I  ever  met,  Germans  certainly 
were  the  most  persevering  plodders  to  conquer  the 
difficulties  of  the  English  language.  I  found  out  acci- 
dentally that  I  was  specially  watched,  and  must  take 
heed  to  my  enunciation,  for  many  came  to  me  for 
tickets  for  our  service,*  for  the  special  purpose  of  learn- 
ing English  tone  and  accent.  An  appeal  was  made  to 
me  at  a  court  ball  by  two  persons  who  had  attended  my 
service  the  Sunday  before,  and  between  whom  there 
was  a  dispute  whether  they  should  say,  as  one  con- 
tended I  did,  '  becawse,'  or,  as  the  other  said, 
'  becos.' 

At  another  ball  I  was  amused  at  hearing  an  officer 
thrown  over  by  a  young  lady  on  the  plea  of  being  tired, 
but  in  reality,  as  I  found  out  afterwards,  it  was  because 
T  was  speaking  English  to  her.  We  sat  down  during 
the  whole  of  a  quadrille,  and  I  heard  her  say  to  her 
mother  afterwards, 

'  Oh,  mamma,  I  have  had  such  a  nice  English  lesson. 
Mr.  Wilkinson  has  been  talking  to  me  for  the  last  half- 
hour  ;  that  was  a  chance  I  should  not  get  again,  so  I 

thought  it  better  to  say  I  was  tired  to  Carl  von , 

Avith  whom  I  was  engaged  to  dance.' 

Ball-rooms  continued  to  be  used  as  studies  or  lecture 
rooms,    as   I   heard   some  years  afterwards   from    my 

*  This  wa.s  by  royal  order,  as  the  room  was  very  small,  and  a 
hussar  with  drawn  sword  walked  up  and  down  the  passage  during 
the  service  to  prevent  noise  or  indiscriminate  attendance. 
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daughters,   when    they  were  presented  at   court    and 
joined  in  the  royal  festivities. 

Having  been  brought  up  in  Germany,  and  having 
nothing  to  learn  for  themselves  in  the  language,  they 
were  always  willing  to  assist  their  partners  at  the  palace 
balls,  by  allowing  them  to  exercise  their  wits  and  their 
tongues  in  acquiring  a  fluency  in  English,  which  the 
young  officers  said  would  be  of  so  much  importance  to 
them  in  their  examinations.  I  am  quite  sure  that  at 
first  this  was  done  out  of  the  heart's  good  nature  and 
gladness  to  be  able  to  help  their  young  dancing  friends 
in  their  aspirations  to  become  English  scholars ;  but 
after  a  time,  and  some  experience,  I  am  afraid  they 
used  to  draw  them  out  for  their  own  amusement, 
thinking  that  they  had  almost  a  right  to  a  quid 
'pro  quo.  But  even  they  did  not  lay  their  hooks  with- 
out full  notice  that  it  really  was  not  in  their  nature  to 
keep  from  laughing,  if  they  thought  any  remark  ridicu- 
lous. They  were  quite  ready  to  listen  and  to  advise, 
and  correct  the  foreign  English,  but  laugh  they  must 
and  should.  The  bargain  was  gladly  made  on  both 
sides,  and  was  the  source  of  great  fun  during  the  whole 
season,  when  they  met  the  same  friends  at  court  par- 
ties and  at  the  balls  at  the  different  Embassies. 

I  can  give  a  few  specimens,  to  show  that  the  young 
men  were  not  duly  qualified  at  the  beginning  of  the 
season,  whatever  they  might  have  been  at  the  end  after 
'  coaching,'  to  give  a  good  account  of  the  English  papers 
at  their  examinations. 

The  suite  of  rooms  at  a  grand  ball  in  the  castle  was 
very  long,  and  a  young  guardsman,  having  knocked  his 
heels  together,  according  to  custom,  and  made  a  low 
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bow  to  mother  and  daughter,  Legged  for  permission  to 
take  one  of  my  young  hidies  to  the  '  sak)n  de  dause.' 
It  was  a  curious  custom  that,  however  far  they  had 
taken  their  partners  to  the  festive  scene,  they  never 
thought  of  bringing  them  back  to  their  chape- 
rons when  the  dance,  whatever  it  happened  to  be, 
was  over.  They  knocked  their  heels  together  again, 
made  another  low  bow,  and  left  the  young  girl  to  make 
her  way  back  to  her  mother  as  she  could.  One,  more 
polite  than  the  others,  said,  after  his  bow, 

'  ]kliss  Yilkinson,  I  am  veri  sorri  dat  I  haf  translated 
you  from  your  friends  so  wide.' 

He  was  corrected,  of  course,  as  he  had  been  corrected 
before,  but,  nothing  daunted,  he  came  up  to  the  charge 
again  at  supper-time,  and,  with  another  bow,  said, 

'  Miss  Yilkinson,  vill  you  alio'  me  to  get  you  some 
drink  ? ' 

He  had  recounted  a  story  during  one  of  the  dances 
very  slowly,  and  with  much  hesitation,  being  continually 
helped  out  of  his  mud.     He  said, 

'Miss   Yilkinson,    last   Yen'sday    I    vas — I    vas — I 

vas ' 

'Well,    go   on,'    said  my   daughter,    rather  hastily. 

'  You  were ? ' 

'  Ah  1  so ;  tank  you,  vcye  heisst  das.  Last  Yen'sday  I 
vere  in  de  Allee,'  etc.,  etc. 

One  evening,  a  girl  waltzed  by  with  the  brother  of 
my  daughter's  partner.  She  was  known  to  be  very  rich, 
but,  unfortunately,  had  a  very  bad  complexion. 

'  There's  a  parti  for  your  brother '  (who,  by  the  way, 
was  a  very  handsome  young  fellow).  'Why  doesn't  he 
clench  the  matter  ?   He  seems  very  favourably  received.' 
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'Yaiis,  dat  is  true.  My  broder  he  vould  like  de 
money,  but  he  does  not  like  de  spots.' 

One  night  a  curious  discussion  cropped  up,  namely, 
upon  matutinal  ablutions,  commonly  called  '  tubbing.' 
Such  a  thing  Avas  not  known  when  I  first  arrived  at 
Hanover.  The  utensil  tub  did  not  exist.  Our  attache, 
Richard  Ker,  tried  the  town  through,  but  in  vain.  The 
nearest  article  to  his  wants  was  a  butcher's  tray,  of 
which  he  bought  two  in  the  market,  and  then  stood,  in 
the  morning,  like  the  Colossus  of  Rhodes,  with  one  leg 
in  each,  and  sponged  himself  down.  Of  course  the 
cataracts  ran  over  and  through  the  floor,  astonishing  the 
tenant  below,  and  raising  the  indignation  of  the  landlord, 
who  gave  the  eccentric  attache  notice  to  quit,  saying, 

'He  would  never  have  another  Englishman  in  his 
house,  for  they  were  so  dirty,  they  always  wanted  so 
much  water,  and  it  was  nothing  but  that  useless  and 
senseless  vash,  vash,  splash,  splash  every  day,  to  the 
disturbance  of  the  inmates,  and  the  detriment  of  his 
furniture.  Moreover,  the  two  enormous  Bath  sponges' 
(not  known  in  Germany  at  that  time),  'hung  out  to  dry 
at  the  window,  were  an  unseemly  sight,  and  attracted 
unpleasant  remarks  from  the  passers-by.* 

A  young  friend  of  mine  had  great  diflficulty  upon 
this  subject  in  the  pension  where  he  resided.  Such  a 
thing  as  a  tub  for  the  purpose  required  had  never  been 
heard  of,  but  the  lady  of  the  house  '  would  do  her  best  for 
him  ; '  and,  after  some  days,  in  answer  to  his  persistent 
demands,  they  brought  him  up,  at  his  morning's  toilette, 
a  suspicious-looking,  blue-and-white  delft-ware  article, 
with  two  handles,  the  largest  utensil,  the  maid  said,  in 
the  house,  into  which  he  could  scarcely  get  one  of  his 
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feet ;  and,  to  his  horror,  at  his  first  Sunday  dinner,  this 
very  article  appeared  on  the  table,  with  the  special 
soup  which  they  always  had  on  the  festal  day ! 

'"XpicTTov  fiev  vScop'  was  certainly  not  appreciated 
for  external  application  in  those  days  in  Germany. 
Of  course  all  know  baths  existed  then  as  now,  and 
water  was  used  medicinally ;  but  I  speak  of  daily  use 
for  health  and  comfort  in  keeping  the  pores  open. 

I  travelled  once  off  the  beaten  track  up  a  valley  in  a 
mountainous  district,  and  the  first  morning,  after  I  left 
the  high-road,  I  had  for  my  toilette  a  pie-dish  for  a 
basin,  and  a  '  schoppen '  (about  a  quart)  pot  of  water. 
The  second  morning,  further  up  the  valley,  I  had  for 
my  ablutions,  a  plate,  with  a  half-pint  glass  of  water  ; 
and  the  third  morning,  further  still,  there  was  no 
apparatus  for  the  toilette  whatever.  Water  was  the  sign 
of  civilization,  and  the  supply  vanished  by  degrees  the 
further  I  got  from  the  beaten  track.  And  yet  all, 
thouo-h  humble  and  primitive,  was  clean  and  tidy,  and 
the  people  very  ciyil.  I  had  a  good  night's  rest,  without 
any  distraction  from  brawlers  or  any  horrors  of  bed- 
fellows, so  common  in  out-of-the-way  places,  in  the 
shape  of  '  Light  Infantry  and  Heavy  Dragoons.'  After 
a  hard  day's  work,  I  slept  like  a  top. 

It  was  most  fortunate  for  me  that  there  were  no 
other  travellers  that  night,  as  there  was  only  one  guest- 
chamber,  with  six  beds,  which  might  have  given  me 
very  unpleasant  company.  As  it  was,  I  had  them  all  to 
myself,  and  it  was  the  cheapest  lodging  and  fare  I  ever 
experienced  in  my  travels.  I  had  a  piece  of  '  Kalbs- 
fleisch '  for  supper  with  bread,  coarse,  and  sour,  and 
black,  but  good  and  wholesome,  with  a  '  schoppen '  of 
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light,  refreshing  beer.  My  host,  in  picturesque  costume, 
sat  by  my  side  during  the  whole  repast,  and  entertained 
me,  or  rather  pumped  me — for  that  was  his  line,  but 
very  civilly,  as  the  only  Englishman  he  had  ever  had 
the  honour  of  seeing  under  his  roof. 

We  then  played  at  skittles  together  till  it  was  dark. 
In  the  morning  I  rose  up  delighted  with  my  uninter- 
rupted snooze,  so  uncommon,  or  I  may  say  extraordinary, 
perhaps  unparalleled  in  an  out-of-the-way  village  of 
Germany  in  those  times,  and  perhaps  in  these.  When 
I  got  up  I  called  in  the  long  passage — of  course  there 
Avere  no  bells — and  asked  for  '  Waschzeug,'  and  my  host 
took  me  to  the  pump  and  gave  me  a  ta.hle-napJdn,  fine 
and  small  as  a  lady's  pocket-handkerchief!  When  I 
came  back  my  breakfast  was  on  the  table,  a  schoppcn 
of  milk  and  a  hunch  of  black  bread,  and  to  my  question, 
'  What's  to  pay  ? '  my  host  said  a  certain  number  of 
kreuzers— I  do  not  recollect  what,  but  I  remember  it 
amounted  exactly  to  one  shilling,  and  he  shook  my 
hand  heartily,  wished  me  'Lebe  wohl,'  and  hoped  I 
should  honour  him  again. 

A  brother  of  mine,  then  a  young,  newly-married 
cavalry  officer,  now  a  full-blown,  live  general,  C.B.,  has 
reminded  me  of  a  story  that  confirms  the  above  state- 
ment of  the  style  of  accommodation  at  the  small  inns 
of  Germany  at  that  time.  W^e  were  a  party  of  two 
married  couples,  a  grandmother,  three  young  ladies, 
and  five  young  men ;  and,  riding  on  our  donkeys  and 
ponies  up  to  a  rambling  old  Gasthaus  in  the  Saxon 
Switzerland,  we  asked  if  they  could  take  us  all  in. 
The  answer  was,  certainly,  there  was  plenty  of  room 
So  we  dismounted,  delivered  our  bags  to  the  bowing 
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waiters,  and,  taking  advantage  of  a  little  more  daylight, 
went  to  look  out  for  the  picturesque  in  the  neighbour- 
hood while  supper  was  being  prepared. 

Upon  our  return,  we  asked  to  be  shown  our  rooms,  in 
order  to  make  our  rough  toilette,  when  the  host  showed 
us  into  a  large,  open  room  with  sanded  floor,  evidently 
the  salle-a-manger,  which  he  gave  us  to  understand  was 
to  be  the  common  resting-place  for  the  party.  Upon 
some  demur  being  made,  he  said, 

'  Why,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  there's  room  for  forty 
of  you ! ' 

It  ended  in  all  the  men  of  the  party  having  shake- 
downs on  the  chairs  and  tables,  and  the  host  and  his 
family  having  to  go  where  they  could,  as  one  of  the  ladies 
of  the  party  bluntly  said,  '  she  didn't  care  where,  but  they 
must  give  up  their  beds  to  their  guests.'  How  the 
ladies  fared  in  their  narrow  quarters,  with  their  '  pud- 
ding dishes  and  table-napkins,'  of  course  I  should  not 
divulge — if  I  knew.  We  men  '  pumped  it,'  and,  like 
experienced  travellers,  made  the  best  of  it,  being  much 
amused. 

I  travelled  once  from  Kiel  in  the  steamer  to  Copen- 
hagen, and  I  lay  in  bed  in  the  morning  feeling  rather 
squeamish.  I  watched  seven  passengers  get  up  before 
me,  and  only  one  of  them  took  the  trouble  of  calling  to 
the  steward  to  bring  him  a  little  jug  of  water,  which 
did  not  seem  to  be  at  all  a  matter  of  course  at  the 
morning's  todette.  The  six  others  contented  themselves 
with  a  dry  rub. 

We  knew  a  '  Frau  Baronin '  at  Hanover  who  told  my 
wife  she  never  used  anything  but  snow-water,  which  was 
best  for  her  '  tang ' — teint  (she  was  between  fifty  and 
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sixty).  She  bottled  the  snow  in  March,  and  she  had  a 
httle  in  a  cup  every  morning,  and  so  made  it  last 
throuo-h  the  Avhole  summer.  That  was  her  idea  of  the 
luxury  of  the  bath. 

But  to  go  back  to  my  young  friend  who  introduced 
the  '  tubbing '  as  a  court-ball  topic  and  a  point  on  which 
he  wished  to  ventilate  his  English.  He  said  to  my 
daughter, 

'  Miss  Vilkinson,  I  haf  myself  now  vashed  since  a 
year,  and  I  find  it  veri  gonfortable,  and  I  shall  proceed.' 

All  these  were  corrected,  and  caused  intense  amuse- 
ment on  both  sides.  The  young  officer  gained  his  point, 
got  his  lesson,  and  was  quite  content  to  say,  '  Let 
him  laugh  who  wins.'  The  perseverance  was,  1  think, 
characteristic  of  the  nation.  I  cannot  believe  that  any 
one  of  us  Avould  have  the  face  to  talk  bad  German,  by 
way  of  getting  a  lesson,  to  a  native  who  we  knew  could 
understand  and  speak  English  fluently ;  but  one  and  all 
seemed  to  carry  on  the  same  scheme  persistently. 

I  remember  a  young  man  coming  up  to  an  old 
English  lady  who  had  lived  in  Germany  at  least  thirty 
years,  and  who  he  knew  lived  amongst  relations  inter- 
married with  Germans,  and  therefore  must  have  heard 
and  spoken  German  every  day. 

With  a  low  bow  and  hat  in  hand,  he  said, 

'  Goot  morning,  mistress — how  do  you  ?  You  are 
a  great  vagabond;  I  see  you  every  morning  in  the 
promenade.' 

The  old  lady  always  took  a  short  '  constitutional ' 
before  her  house  in  the  morning  while  breakfast  was 
preparing,  and  the  young  man  joined  her  on  his 
way  to  office,  and  constantly  managed  to  take  a  turn  with 
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her,   and  so  got  '  such  a  nice  little  lesson  in  English  ' 
without  paying  for  it. 

The  German  young  ladies  of  the  family,  with  whom 
the  old  aunt  lived,  ventilated  their  English  of  course  ; 
but  that  was  quite  legitimate,  and  they  did  not  learn 
without  making  some  hashes.  One  day  at  dinner,  the 
eldest,  who  presided,  said, 

'  Auntie,  will  you  have  some  cock  ? ' 

'My  dear,'  said  the  old  lady,  'we  never  say  "cock" 
you  must  always  remember  it  is  "fowl."' 

The  next  morning  at  breakfast  the  urn  had  just  been 
brought  in,  and  auntie  Avas  making  tea.  The  troops 
came  by  the  house,  and  suddenly  the  band  struck  up 
and  all  ran  to  the  Avindows.  One  of  the  daughters 
happened  to  turn  round,  and  cried  out, 

'  Oh,  auntie,  auntie,  you  have  left  the  fowl  running, 
and  the  tea  is  all  over  the  table.' 

Our  young  attache  used  to  have  some  fun  by  talking 
slang  to  a  Herr  Baron  who  had  been  in  England,  and 
thought  himself  a  proficient  in  our  language,  but  his 
professsor  had  not  taught  him  to  give  an  answer 
when  he  was  invited  'to  come  and  peck  a  bit,  and 
then  blow  a  cloud  and  have  a  glass  of  dogsnose 
afterwards,'  etc. 

'Ah!  I  see  you  now ;  you  are  trying  to — what  you 
call— bam  me.  I  do  not  tink  dat  is  real  English. 
You  said  not  dat  at  Eton.  Our  professor  at  school 
had  been  at  Eton,  not  at  de  college,  but  he  did  study 
en  pension  in  de  town  close  to  de  college  under  the 
Queen's  castle  at  Windsor,  where  he  thought  to  learn 
the  best  tone  and  pronunciation ;  but  he  never  tauo-ht 
us  all  dat  you  say.     Dat  most  be  "slang."' 
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A  countrywoman  of  mine,  a  fine,  handsome  younij; 
person,  rather  sharp  in  her  manner,  who  always  had 
her  wits  about  her,  particularly  when  slie  saw  she  was 
pumped  in  English,  was  very  intimate  with  a  shrivelled, 
dyspeptic  old  gentleman,  high  in  rank,  but  slovenly, 
not  to  say  dirty  in  appearance,  who  seemed  to  take  no 
note  of  what  we  learn  almost  as  gospel : 

'  Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 
But  not  expressed  in  fancy  :  rich  not  gaudy  : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man.' 

Whatever  we  learn  from  our  great  poet  was  the  case 
'in  France,'  he  did  not  carry  it  out  in  Germany,  that 

' .     .     .     they  of  the  best  rank  and  station 
Are  most  select  and  generous,  chief  in  that.' 

The  old  nobleman,  who  followed  that  custom,  so 
very  common  amongst  Germans  of  a  certain  age,  of 
making  an  annual  visit  to  some  bath,  seeming  to  think 
they  can  be  washed  young  again,  asked  my  friend  '  why 
she  did  not  partake  sometimes  in  de  famed  German  foun- 
tain drinks?'  (Brunnen.)  She  thanked  him,  saying  she  'was 
quite  content  to  let  well  alone.  She  fully  appreciated 
water,  but  in  a  different  way,  and  she  was  sure  that  if 
they  or — as  she  said  in  her  blunt  manner — he  drank 
less  of  it  and  used  more,  not  only  in  his  monthly 
holiday,  but  in  his  daily  ablutions,  he  would  be 
cleaner  and  better  in  every  way.' 

'Yiias,  yiias,  my  dear,'  said  he  to  his  handsome 
charmer,  'veil,  never  too  late  to  mend.  I  vill  try,  I 
vill  try  from  henceforwards.' 

There  is  one  more  court  person  to  whom  I  would 
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refer,  "who,  though  he  did  not  ventnatc  his  English — of 
which,  as  exceptional  among  the  higher  ranks,  he  knew 
nothing — still  made  use  of  me  constantly  at  the  parties 
to  ventilate  his  Italian. 

How  deep  his  knowledge  went,  I  cannot  say,  I  never 
discovered,  for  he  used  merely  to  ring  the  changes  on 
two  or  three  sentences,  and  then  wind  up  with  some 
quotation  from  the  last  opera  he  had  heard.  He  was 
a  person  of  very  high  rank  and  office,  whom  we  used  to 
meet  at  the  palace,  and  he  always  honoured  me  with 
a  patronising  smile.  "  Ben  venuto,  Signore,'  and  some 
such  interesting  remark  as  '  Lei  e  stata  in  Italia  ?  Bel 
paese !  Lei  si  ricorda  Francesca  de  Rimini,  "  Italia, 
oh,  Italia,  tu  non  sei  il  piu  bel'  terren  di  quanti  scalda 
il  sole  !  "  '  Another  smile  and  another  gracious  bend, 
and  on  he  went  to  bestow  his  favours  elsewhere. 

Another  evening  it  was,  '  Ben  venuto,  Signore.  Lei 
parla  Italiano  ?  Bella  lingua !  Qual  piacere  d'aver 
una  cantatrice  come  la  Steinmiiller  !*  Qual  voce  !  qual 
talento !  qual  forza  nell'aria, 

' "  Qual'  aure,  i  salici,  il  rio  ardor, 
Ohi  come  era  sogno  ingannator  ! " ' 

and  another  smirk  and  smile,  and,  with  '  a  rivirderla, 
Signore,'  again  he  passed  on,  perfectly  satisfied  with 
having  astonished  the  natives  standing  by  with  his  slow 
and  dignified  quotation  of  some  favourite  stanza. 

My  part  in  the  conversation  was  always  about  two  or 
three  'Si,  si,  vostra  Altezza,'  and  his  for  eight  years  at 
various  parties  almost  the  same  words,  but  always  ending 

*  Prima  donna  at  Hanover  at  that  time. 


228        GERMAN  CHORUS  IN  ITALIAN  OPERA. 

with  a  few  lines  from  the  last  opera.  If  it  had  been 
'  Norma,'  I  got  the  benefit  of  a  quotation  from  '  Casta 
Diva' :  if  it  had  been  'Lucia,'  I  was  reminded  of  the 
beauty  of 

*  Verranno  a  te  sull'  aure 
I  mici  sospiri  ardenti,' 

and  so  on,  and  so  on. 

The  reason  of  these  remarks  about  Italian  was 
curious,  and,  as  far  as  I  know,  peculiar.  At  Hanover 
those  who  took  the  four  first  parts  of  the  opera  always 
sang  in  Italian,  while  the  others  and  the  chorus  all 
sang  in  German,  and  my  readers  must  imagine  and 
estimate,  if  they  can,  the  contrast  between  the  soft 
mellifluous  Italian  tones  of  such  airs  as 

'Udrai,  nel  mar  chi  mormora, 
L'eco  di  mici  lamenti,' 

and   the   sharp   and   grating   retort  of  the   chorus  in 
German  singing  some  such  words  as, 

'  Ja,  ja  !  ganz  gewiss,  ja  !  ganz  gewiss  I ' 

I  saw  this  interesting  prince  one  day  in  the  gallery 
of  the  yearly  exhibition  of  the  Kunst's-Verein  talking 
to  a  Hanoverian  Countess,  who  to  my  knowledge  had 
never  been  in  Italy,  but  who  was  rather  proud  of  her 
languages.  She  really  did  speak  English  very  well,  by 
dint  of  constant  practice,  to  which  I  flatter  myself  I 
contributed  not  a  little,  as  she  was  very  civil  to  me, 
and  often  got  me  by  the  button-hole.  But  here  were 
two  Germans,  for  some  unaccountable  reason,  publicly 
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criticising  in  Italian,  loudly,  gravely,  and  slowly,  while 
they  duly  shaded  their  eyes,  no  doubt,  as  they  thought, 
professionally,  with  their  fists  made  into  binoculars : 

'  Qiiesto  mi  pare  un  bel  quadro  :  qual  ombra,  qiial  luce,  qual 
profondo  ! 
Obbene,  Signora  Contezza,  quelle  ritratto  :  qnal'  espressione, 
negli  occhi :  sulla  bocca  "  un  bel  riso  celeste  !  " ' 


Equally  slow  and  grave  the  countess  gave  her 
answers.  What  Italian  ever  spoke  slowly  ?  what 
Italian  would  have  been  grave  on  such  a  subject  ? 
Why,  he  Avould  have  been  dancing  with  excitement, 
considering  the  beautiful  portrait  as  that  of  his  '  ladye- 
love  ' ;  hands  and  arms  and  every  nerve  and  muscle 
would  have  been  in  perpetual  motion,  and  probably  he 
would  have  taken  leave  by  putting  the  ends  of  his  ten 
fingers  to  his  lips  and  blowing  an  osculation  as  he  said, 
'  Addio ! ' 

Here  were  two  Germans  ventilating  their  Italian — 
and  such  Italian — in  jjublic.  Everybody  knew  them  ; 
everybody  pricked  up  their  ears ;  everybody  looked 
round  and — laughed,  except  perhai^s  some  bumpkin 
from  the  country  who  opened  his  mouth  as  well  as  his 
ears,  who  did  not  even  take  '  omne  ignotum  pro  mag- 
nifico,'  but  only  wondered  at  the  noise  they  were 
making ! 

Princely  Aviseacre !  stiff,  would-be  stately,  and  self- 
satisfied,  but  very  mild,  not  to  say  silly  !  I  should  like 
to  have  given  him  over  to  a  lively,  larking,  clever  girl 
who  would  have  shaken  him  in  his  phlegm  and 
coldness. 

I  have  one  such  in  my  eye. 
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A  friend  of  mine  took  her  down  to  dinner  at  his  first 
party  on  his  return  home  after  many  years  in  the  back 
settlements  of  Australia  without  ladies'  society.  Before 
the  soup  was  done,  she  almost  shook  him  in  his  chair 
by  asking  him  which  he  would  prefer,  '  to  be  a  greater 
fool  than  he  looked,  or  to  look  a  greater  fool  than  he 
was  1 '  Whatever  the  answer,  her  next  retort  was, 
'That's  impossible.' 

What  had  the  girls  in  England  come  to?  He  was 
astonished  at  her  dress,  or  rather  undress,  for  she  wore 
something  so  like  the  pictures  in  the  Illustrated  London 
News  (which  he  got  in  Australia)  of  corsets  that  he 
thought  she  had  forgotten  her  gown  altogether.  Sleeves 
there  were  none  ;  there  was  nothing  but  a  strap  over 
the  shoulder,  and  all  the  rest  was  bare,  and  on  the 
w^hole  he  thought  her  '  robe '  was  exactly  what  Talley- 
rand described,  '  EUe  commence  trop  tard  et  finit 
trop  tot.'  She  had  a  Zulu-frizzled  head,  which  is  bad 
enough  in  Nero's  bust,  but  is  the  last  thing  one  hopes 
to  see  on  an  elegant  young  girl  who  ought  not  to  wish 
to  show  the  curly  roughness  of  the  bull. 

Why  we  see  so  much  of  this,  I  cannot  imagine.  Girls 
may  be  supposed  to  wish  to  please  the  men,  but  where 
is  the  man  who  ever  approved  of  a  Zulu  head  ?  Some 
say  it  shows  character;  but  we  say  what  character? 
Some  say  it  shows  '  a  woman  of  mind.'  We  do  not 
dispute  the  possibility  of  that,  but  still  answer,  we  had 
rather  see  other  signs  of  mind. 

In  the  case  of  our  friend's  young  lady,  no  doubt 
she  had  brains  enough  for  two,  and,  though  perhaps 
eccentric,  she  neither  was  a  fool  nor  looked  a  fool. 
She  would    have  given  a  good  account   of  our  wise- 
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acre  Prince,  had  she,  or  such  as  she,  been  chosen  as 
a  help-meet  for  him  ;  she  woukl  have  shaken  up  his 
stiffness,  and  perhaps  have 

'  Combed  his  nodJle  with  a  three-legged  stool,' 

if  necessary. 

A  lady  who  knew,  of  course,  that  we  understood 
German,  would  always  talk  to  us  in  English,  and  used 
an  expression,  and  many  such  equally  unlike  English,  '  I 
have  an  upswollen  visage,  as  you  see — I  have  had  a  stin/c 
from  a  vepse.'  Any  who  have  been  in  Germany  will 
know  how  hard  some  pronounce  g  at  the  end  of  a  word. 

Another  lady  Avould  ventilate  her  English,  and  really 
she  spoke  very  fluently,  but  provoked  our  smiles  by 
saying,  '  She  had  been  very  near  an  accident ;  her 
'orses  bad  been  so  gay  and  incorrigible,  and  went  up 
in  de  air,  and  she  had  to  go  home  in  de  omnibus,  which 
fortunately  was  quite  devoid.' 

A  colleague  of  my  profession  who  knew  we  all  spoke 
German,  would  always  ventilate  his  extraordinary 
English.  He  called  one  day  to  acknowledge  some 
little  favour  I  had  done  him  during  the  illness  of  his 
sons,  and,  not  finding  me  at  home,  left  his  card,  which 
I  have  still  in  my  possession : 

Pastor , 


With  Ms  two  tkatikgiving  sons. 

An  old  countess  patronised  me  very  much  at  the 
palace  balls,  only,  I  believe,  to  ventilate  her  English 
and  to  get  a  lesson.  Being  very  amiable,  and  one 
quite  of  the  old  Faubourg-St.-Geroiain  style  of  graceful 
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dignity,  I  was  nothing  loth  to  carry  on  at  some  of  the 
royal  parties  what  some  of  my  friends  used  to  call  a 
marked  flirtation.  She  had  two  little  grandchildren  of 
"vrhom  she  was  grandmotherly  proud,  seven  and  eight 
years  old,  who  rejoiced  in  the  names  of  Curt  and  Gutz, 
or,  as  our  Secretary  of  legation  called  the  latter,  tout- 
bonnement,  'Guts.'  I  remember  the  old  lady,  who 
had  been  a  great  heiress,  giving  me  a  full  account  of 
her  courtship,  and  how  she  was  wooed  and  won  and 
married  before  she  was  sixteen,  the  single  result  of 
which  was  a  charming  daughter,  the  mother  of  these? 
two  little  prodigies. 

I  remember  it  was  at  a  ball  at  the  Crown  Prince's, 
where  they  were  dressed,  as  she  said,  a  I'Anglaise,  or, 
rather,  as  she  corrected  herself,  a  I'Ecossaise,  which 
consisted  of  a  white  sort  of  jersey  tunic,  with  sleeves 
only  to  the  elbows,  apparently  their  only  garment, 
which  came  down  about  as  far  as  a  kilt,  leaving  ex- 
posed knock-knees  and  bare  legs,  ending  in  short  white 
socks  and  polished  shoes — '  a  I'Ecossaise ! ' 

'Look  at  them,'  said  the  old  lady,  in  raptures,  'they 
are  "pur  sang";  have  I  not  right  to  be  proud?  Do 
they  not  give  promise  of  a  fine  future  ?  Look  at  them. 
Curt,  I  always  say,  is  intellectual,  but  Gutz  is  sensual. 
Look  at  them.' 

I  did,  and  they  were  a  '  par  nobile  '  with  a  vengeance. 
As  they  sat  together,  with  hair  cropped  short  and 
brushed  up  on  end,  with  open  mouths,  red  faces,  red 
arms,  red  legs,  in  their  novel  court  costume,  dress 
or  undress,  this  intellectual  scion  and  this  sensual 
scion  of  a  very  noble  house  looked  more  like  two 
common  butcher-boys. 
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I  had  constant  applications  for  cards  of  entrance 
to  our  so-called  chapel,  and,  as  some  Avere  peculiar, 
I  am  sorrj  I  did  not  keep  them.  Almost  all  showed 
that  the  idea  of  the  English  lesson  was  more  in  the 
mind  than  the  mere  wish  to  attend  divine  service.  I 
give  one  specimen  which  I  pasted  at  the  time  into  my 
scrap-book  amongst  other  curiosities  (I  am  afraid  I 
called  it  'Livre  de  Betisses '),  and  I  think  it  will 
be  admitted  to  carry  originality  on  the  face  of  it. 

'HoxouRED  Sir, 

'Already  since  a  long  time  I  did  wish  to 
receive  of  you  the  kind  permission  to  partake  on  the 
English  devine  service  in  the  royal  castle  in  this  city, 
but  many  unforeseen  circumstances  would  not  yet  permit 
it  sooner  than  now ;  also  I  was  not  quite  certain  if 
the  entering  were  permit  to  every  man  without  a  ticket. 
Notwithstanding,  if  also  the  vaccaut  places  after  eleven 
o'clock  could  receive  as  many  persons  as  possible,  there- 
fore by  this  I  may  pray  you  to  agree  that  I  can  assist 
sometimes  the  already  mentioned  service  in  "  His 
Majesty's"  English  church  of  this  place,  and  please 
to  send  me  your  convenient  consent  and  kind  informa- 
tion over  this  my  dared  demand,  and  if  anyhow  it 
Avould  be  possible  to  fulfil  this  my  desire.  In  this 
hope  I  am,  with  respect, 

'Your  servant, 

'G.  Schmidt.' 

I  had  another  application  of  the  sort  made  in  person 
by  a  quiet  old  gentlemanly  major  on  the  retired  list. 
He  also  wanted  a  general  ticket  of  admission  to  our 
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chapel.  It  amused  me  because  there  was  not  a  word 
or  a  hint  of  any  Avish  to  join  in  divine  service,  but  '  he 
was  very  anxious  to  improve  himself  in  English,  to 
which  he  now  devoted  himself  in  his  old  age,  when  he 
had  no  more  professional  occupation.  His  retiring 
pension  was  very  small ;  he  could  not  afford  a  master, 
but  he  ventured  to  hope  I  should  be  so  kind  as  to  let 
him  learn  of  me  without  giving  me  any  trouble.  He 
would  be  very  grateful.' 

I  not  only  acquiesced,  but  gave  him  a  small  '  church 
service,'  and  numbered  the  rubrics  by  which  he  might 
follow  our  complicated  prayers.  He  became  a  regular 
attendant,  and  was  a  most  diligent  pupil.  I  was 
pleased,  paid  him  frequent  visits,  and  we  became  very 
intimate.  To  my  astonishment,  I  found  out  by  degrees 
that  though  an  attentive  listener  for  his  express  jjurpose 
of  learning  English,  he  was  one  of  those,  whose  name 
Avas  legion  at  that  time  in  Hanover,  who  did  not 
believe  in  anything  that  I  had  been  taught,  and  was 
appointed  to  teach.  He  had  no  Bible,  not  even  a 
'  Gesang-Buch,'  which  many  Germans  held  to  so  strictly, 
though  they  would  actually  tell  you  'After  my  con- 
firmation I  gave  away  my  Bible  to  my  younger  brother.' 
He  never  went  to  church.  He  could  not  stand  the 
long  sermons  and  extempore  prayers ;  they  wearied 
him  ;  they  did  him  more  harm  than  good.  He  never 
marked  the  Sabbath  except  as  a  day  for  pleasure  or 
travelling.  He  accepted  God  in  one  sense.  Nature 
was  his  God.  He  did  not  believe  in  God  the  Son. 
He  did  not  think  he  could  be  called  upon  to  believe 
Avhat  he  could  not  understand.  He  did  not  believe 
in   miracles ;    they    were    impossible.     He   had    been 
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baptized,  but  he  did  not  pretend  to  uphold  Christian 
jjrinciples ;  still  he  should  not  wish  to  be  told — perhaps 
he  should  feel  insulted  to  be  told — he  was  no  Christian. 
Nobody  had  a  right  to  say  he  was  godless ;  he  went 
out  into  the  fields,  revelled  in  the  beauties  of  Nature, 
and  bowed  before  the  Creator  of  all  things.  He  did 
not  pray ;  his  God  knew  all  things ;  it  was  not  for 
him  to  tell  his  Maker  what  he  wanted.  It  surely 
was  greater  humility  to  take  any  blessing  vouchsafed 
with  thankfulness  or  to  bow  the  head  in  submission 
if  the  blessing  were  withheld  or  affliction  sent.  He 
had  given  up  reading  the  Bible ;  there  were  so  many 
ridiculous  stories,  nobody  could  be  expected  to  believe 
them.  Of  course  all  this  opened  my  eyes  in  wonder 
at  first,  when  it  was  so  quietly  admitted,  but  from 
the  beginning  I  had  hope,  as  there  was  no  open 
scoffing. 

It  is  not  for  me  to  trouble  my  readers  with  the  way 
we  discussed  these  things,  but  I  am  sure  it  was  good 
for  me  when  I  knew  a  little  of  my  friend's  inmost 
thoughts.  It  gave  me  hints  upon  that  which  is  a 
difficulty  with  all  young  clergymen,  and  I  think  I 
may  say  with  many  old  clergymen,  to  the  end  of  their 
mission — namely,  what  to  preach  about.  It  gave  me 
many  points  for  sermons,  many  points  for  research, 
greater  diligence  in  setting  the  matter  forth,  and  the 
happy  assurance  that  I  should  have  at  least  one  in- 
terested hearer  who  had  become— though  for  his  own 
peculiar  purpose — one  of  my  regular  flock. 

One  of  the  '  ridiculous  stories '  he  referred  to  was 
'Balaam's  ass  speaking.'  'Articulate  language  from 
such  an  animal's  organ !    It  was  impossible.'    Of  course 
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I  could  answer,  without  entering?  into  an  explanation. 
'With  God  all  things  are  jiossible,'  but  I  shall  never 
forget  my  friend's  surprise  when  I  told  him  he  had 
chosen  an  unfortunate  instance,  and  I  turned  to  St. 
Peter's  II.  Epistle,  chap.  2  (which  he  had  never  read), 
and  showed  him  what  the  inspired  Apostle  said  of  his 
'  ridiculous  story ! '  This  led  to  discussion  upon  the 
genuiness,  authenticity,  and  inspiration  of  the  Scrip- 
tures. That  foundation  once  admitted,  all  went  on 
in  due  course.  My  friend  learnt  his  English  ;  he  learnt 
to  pray  because  God,  who  knoweth  all  things,  had 
still  commanded  him  to  pray ;  he  learnt  to  keep  holy 
the  Sabbath-day,  not  only  for  his  own  private  study 
of  English  at  the  English  service,  but  because  he  began 
to  feel  that,  if  all  were  like  what  he  used  to  be,  the 
idea  of  the  holy  day  would  soon  be  abolished  altogether. 
He  learnt  to  '  search  the  Scriptures,'  and  he  found  them 
'quick  and  powerful'  and  '  profitable  for  his  instruction 
in  righteousness  ; '  he  learnt  to  be  a  Christian  in  deed 
as  well  as  in  word,  and  he  died  in  the  faith  of  '  Christ 
crucified.' 

So  marvellously  was  the  simple  idea  of  learning 
English  overruled  for  the  good,  as  I  trusted,  of  his 
immortal  soul !  I  think  there  are  few  who  will  not 
admit  with  me,  'How  unsearchable  are  God's  judg- 
ments and  His  ways  past  finding  out ! ' 
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A  RIDE — TROUBLOUS  TIMES — THE  DEMOCRATK;  CLUB — MY  LITTLE 
CARPENTER  FRIEND — SICN  OF  THE  TIMES— SWEEP  THEM 
AWAY — GANGS  OF  PLUNDERERS — MYSTERIOUS  VISITOR  AT 
NIGHT  —  ROBBERIES  —  DANGER  OF  THE  AVENUE  —  FALSE 
ALARM — SPITZBUBE — THEEKESSEL — O'CONNELL— GERMAN  'IN- 
CORRIGIBLE ROGUE' — MR.  BLIGH— A  DIAMOND,  THOUGH  ROUGH 
—  SUPPOSED  INSULT — THE  RAVEN— GREAT  INDIGNATION  OR 
GREAT    AMUSEMENT. 

In  one  of  our  rides  a  curious  incident  occurred  which  I 
I  will  relate  afterwards  ;  but  first,  I  must  premise, 
troublous  times  had  already  come  to  Germany,  perilous 
times  seemed  looming.  Clubs  were  formed  ;  meetings 
were  constantly  held ;  ill-will  and  abuse  of  everything 
aristocratic  were  very  rife  ;  '  matters  were  not  minced ' ; 
openly  they  spoke  evil  of  all  dignities. 

Before  things  were  supposed  to  have  come  to  a  head, 
I  was  taken  by  my  carpenter  to  hear  a  debate  in  his 
Volks-Verein.  'Some  noted  delegates  were  coming 
from  other  parts ;  he  thought  I  should  be  interested 
in  the  discussion.  I  should  be  his  friend.  He  would 
guarantee  me  from  all  insult.'  Under  such  assurance, 
I  was  really  pleased  to  attend. 

The  meeting  was  very  crowded,  and  fortunately,  as  I 
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felt  afterwards,  we  could  only  get  back  seats.  All 
went  on  in  an  orderly  and  quiet  way  at  first.  The 
Hanoverian  president  was  very  moderate  in  his  opening 
remarks,  but  by  degrees  the  delegates  got  excited, 
the  language  became  more  fervid,  and  the  sturdy 
Hanoverians,  slow  at  first  to  move,  were  carried  away 
by  the  stream.  One  man  got  up,  a  type  of  a  democrat 
— spectacles,  of  course,  long  black  hair  thrown  back 
from  his  broad  forehead  almost  to  his  shoulders.  He 
stormed,  he  raved,  he  shook  his  shaggy  locks,  he  beat 
upon  his  breast,  he  had  been  imprisoned  in  one  of  the 
little  states  for  expressing  his  opinions  ;  he  was  a  free 
man,  or  he  ought  to  be  a  free  man.  He  would  say 
what  he  liked,  he  scouted  constraint ;  he  would  sAveep 
away  not  only  his  own  Reigning  Prince,  but  all  in 
authority.  Kings,  Princes,  Dukes — call  them  what  you 
would — who  set  themselves  against  the  will  of  the 
people.  He  named  a  certain  Prince — 'Crush  him!' 
was  the  cry;  he  named  a  Duke — 'Swamp  him!'  he 
named  a  King — '  Hang  him  up  ! ' 

The  members  of  this  Hanoverian  Volks-Veroin, — 
who,  though  longing  for  reform  and  more  freedom  of 
speech  and  action,  still  had  no  bad  feeling  against  their 
king,  but  rather  revered  him  for  all  he  had  done  for 
his  people — were  by  degrees  drawn  into  the  vortex, 
and  seethed  under  this  fierce  enthusiasm. 

I  began  to  feel  very  uncomfortable,  and  thought  that, 
if  they  were  willing  to  string  up  one  of  Germany's 
kings,  they  might  be  inclined  to  pitch  one  of  His 
Hanoverian  Majesty's  humble  servants  over  the  gallery 
as  a  spy,  if  any  one  drew  notice  to  his  presence.  I 
looked  round  to  see  if  I  could  withdraw  quietly  during 
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the  excitement,  but  it  was  impossible  ;  we  were  closely 
packed,  like  herrings  in  a  barrel.  My  little  carpenter 
friend  continually  assured  me  it  would  be  all  right ;  he 
was  answerable  for  my  presence  and  safety.  I  cannot 
say  I  felt  at  all  at  my  ease,  even  with  this  assurance, 
and  most  heartily  glad  I  was  when  the  speech  came 
to  an  end,  and,  in  the  midst  of  'Hochs'  for  the 
Hanoverian  Yolks- Verein,  the  meeting  broke  up. 

We  followed  the  crush  of  the  retreating  crowd  from 
the  fortunately  bad-lighted  hall,  and,  to  my  delight, 
escaped  safe  and  sound  into  the  darkness  of  the  street. 
I  heard  afterwards  from  my  little  friend  that,  though 
he  anticipated  no  such  commotion,  still  he  had  no  fear 
for  my  safety  if  any  remark  had  been  made  about  me, 
for  I  was  invited  by  him  with  the  knowledge  of  the 
president,  who  had  secured  nie  the  attendance  of  two 
policemen  in  plain  clothes  in  case  of  accident.  It 
was  a  concerted  plan  between  the  president  and  my 
carpenter,  who,  though  I  had  no  idea  of  it,  was  one  of 
the  committee.  They  wished  me  to  be  present.  They 
knew  there  would  be  some  strong  language,  but  they 
did  not  anticipate  such  disloyalty  and  such  an  outbreak 
of  revolutionary  fury  as  had  occurred.  They  knew  their 
own  men  could  speak  out  firmly,  and  make  plain  their 
determination  to  get — what  they  called — liberty,  by 
fair  means,  if  possible,  or  they  would  join  others  more 
violent,  and  use  foul  means,  if  necessary. 

Their  Press  was  coerced ;  they  knew  not  how  to 
make  their  wishes  known  to  their  king.  They  hoped 
that,  if  I  heard  them,  I  should  report  them ;  and  so, 
my  little  friend  the  carpenter  admitted,  it  was  arranged 
that  I  should  have  an  invitation  to  attend  their  meeting. 
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Another  little  sign  of  the  times  I  may  mention. 
About  nine  o'clock  one  evening,  the  house  door-bell 
rang,  and  a  man  was  ushered  into  my  study  who  wished 
to  see  me  upon  private  business.  He  made  his  bow, 
but  said  nothing  till  he  had  watched  my  servant  out  of 
the  room,  and  then,  in  a  mysterious  way,  he  said  he 
bad  called  to  inform  me  that  plans  were  being  made 
by  the  democratic  party — to  which  he  belonged,  but 
would  not  join  them  in  any  violent  action — to  go  round 
in  separate  gangs  of  fifteen  men  and  simultaneously 
attack  and  plunder  the  country-houses  of  the  nobility. 
He  warned  me  to  be  on  my  guard.  Of  course  I  told 
him  I  was  neither  one  of  the  nobility  nor  was  I  even  a 
German,  and  so  the  notice  could  not  concern  me,  and 
I  laughed.  He  said  it  was  no  laughing  matter,  nor 
should  I  find  it  so  if  I  were  to  be  roused  up  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  by  an  armed  band,  and  be  called 
upon  to  give  up  my  money  and  my  plate.  As  to  not 
being  a  German,  he  knew  that,  but  the  gangs  in  general 
would  know  nothing  about  it,  and  it  would  be  sufficient 
for  them  that  I  was  the  king's  chaplain,  and  lived  in  a 
royal  house,  and  that,  as  persons  of  my  profession — 
call  them  pastors  or  chaplains — were  not  in  favour  with 
the  democrats,  I  might  some  night  find  a  pistol  put  to 
my  head,  and  have  my  life  threatened  by  an  excited 
mob,  who,  if  opposed  or  disappointed,  would  have  little 
scruple  in  blowing  my  brains  out. 

I  thanked  the  man  for  his  kindly  warning,  which  I 
told  him  I  should  make  known  to  the  authorities,  and 
I  did  report  it  to  one  of  the  king's  aides-de-camp,  and 
heard  from  him  that  information  had  already  reached 
the  police  about  some  such  evil  intentions,  and  that 
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they  had  already  taken  steps   in  the  country  to  show 
that  they  were  on  the  alert. 

Soon  after  this  I  had  some  of  the  king's  bodyguard 
quartered  in  the  upper  rooms  of  my  hou-e,  and  I  myself 
had  loaded  pistols  and  life-preserver,  and  fully  intended 
to  give  any  marauders  a  warm  reception.  Xothing 
came  of  this  threat,  and,  curiously  enough,  I  never 
could  make  out  in  any  way  the  object  of  the  man  who 
came  at  night  and  gave  me  this  secret  notice.  He 
asked  for  nothing  and  I  offered  him  nothing.  He  said 
he  was  glad  to  put  me  upon  my  guard,  but  why  or 
wherefore  I  was  thus  favoured  I  never  found  out.  To 
my  knowledge  I  had  never  seen  him  before,  and  I  never 
saw  him  afterwards.  It  showed  that,  if  there  was  an 
evil  spirit  abroad,  there  were  some  of  the  party  who 
were  opposed,  and  who  wished  to  counteract  it  if  they 
could.  Work  was  slack  at  that  time,  and  discontented 
and  hungry-looking  men  stood  at  the  corners  of  the 
streets,  and  prowled  about  at  night.  Robberies  took 
place  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town.  A  man  was  knocked 
down  in  the  Herrenhausen  Avenue,  and  a  girl  was 
attacked  and  had  her  watch  stolen  and  her  long  gold 
earrings  torn  forcibly  from  her  ears. 

All  this  made  me  cautious,  as  I  lived  more  than  a 
mile  from  the  town  at  Herrenhausen,  and  had  to  pass 
up  this  avenue  when  I  returned  on  a  winter's  evening, 
and  often  after  dark,  from  my  club.  I  always  carried 
a  sword-stick,  and,  if  I  was  likely  to  come  home  late, 
put,  in  addition,  a  life-preserver  into  my  pocket.  I 
always  walked  in  the  middle  of  the  carriage  drive,  and 
not  on  the  promenade  between  the  trees,  from  behind 
which  I  might  have  been  exposed  to  a  sudden  attack. 

li 
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I  felt  that,  so  long  as  I  kept  to  the  road,  in  the  middle, 
where  I  must  have  full  sight  of  any  coming  marauders 
and  time  to  prepare  for  them,  and  so  long  as  I  had  my 
weapons  above-mentioned,  in  addition  to  my  fists  and 
feet,  of  both  of  which  I  had  learnt  good  use  at  Eton 
under  the  renowned  Charles  Kean,  who  used  to  teach 
us  the  'noble  art  of  self-defence,'  and  at  the  'wall,' 
where  I  had  not  been  captain  of  the  football  for 
nothing,  I  need  not  be  afraid  of  two,  or  even  three, 
Germans. 

I  also  remembered  what  I  had  learnt  at  school, 

'  CaBtabit  vacuus  coram  latrone  viator,' 

and  I  divested  myself,  as  a  matter  of  course,  before 
leaving  home,  of  watch  and  purse,  and  any  valuables  I 
might  have  had  in  my  pocket ;  and  on  my  return  in  the 
dusk  or  dark,  if  I  did  not  sing, 

'  I  whistled  as  I  went  for  want  of  thought,' 

in  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  never  for  many  winter 
months  had  any  untoward  adventure  of  any  sort. 

At  last,  one  evening,  as  I  was  walking,  as  usual,  in 
the  carriage-way,  I  remarked  a  man  walking  slowly 
between  the  trees,  who  stopped  and  turned  round  more 
than  once  to  look  at  me,  and  then  came  straight  across 
to  me  in  the  middle  of  the  road.  I  stopped,  and  if  he 
meant  business  I  was  ready  for  him,  and,  in  fact,  was 
within  an  ace  of  anticipating  him  and  knocking  him 
down,  for  I  saw  his  hand  extended  with  something  in  it, 
though  in  the  dusk  I  could  not  say  what  it  was.  I  was 
thankful  afterwards  I  did  not  strike  the  first  blow,  for 
he  said,  quite  meekly, 
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'  Mein  Herr,  haben  Sie  eincn  Handschuli  verloren  ? 
(Have  you  lost  a  glove,  sir  ?) ' 

I  answered  no,  and  he  merely  said, 

'  Verzeihen  Sie  (I  beg  your  pardon).  Gute  Nacht 
Cgood  night),'  which  I  returned,  and  we  parted,  he  to 
his  walk  beneath  the  trees,  I  on  my  way  along  the 
carriage  road. 

As  far  as  I  could  see  in  the  dusk,  he  was  by  his 
dress  of  the  class  who  might  have  been  a  burglar,  but 
his  voice  was  mild  and  undecided. 

I  often  thought  that  he  was  out  with  evil  intent,  but 
when  he  got  up  to  me,  and  found  I  was  a  head  taller 
than  himself,  and  one  who  might  seem  likely  to  wring 
his  neck,  and  when  he  saw  I  had  a  good  stick  in  my 
hand,  and  was  quite  prepared,  he  thought  it  best  to 
change  his  tone,  and  turned  back  to  look  after  some 
smaller  game. 

These  are  merely  little  straws  to  show  which  way  the 
wind  was  blowing  in  those  stormy  days. 

I  proceed  now  to  our  ride. 

The  cavalcade  consisted  of  his  Excellency  the 
Honourable  John  Duncan  Bligh,  Envoy  Extraordinary 
and  Minister  Plenipotentiary  of  Her  Majesty  Queen 
Victoria  at  the  Court  of  Hanover ;  his  Excellency 
General  Sir  Hugh  Halkett,  G.C.B.,  K.C.B.,  commander 
of  the  Hanoverian  forces ;  the  Right  Rev.  the  Lord 
Bishop  of  Ripon,  the  Honourable  George  Edgcumbe, 
Secretary  of  our  legation,  and  your  humble  servant  the 
King's  chaplain.  On  the  outskirts  of  the  town  we  came 
to  a  pot-house,  the  noted  rendezvous  of  the  so-called 
patriots,  and,  as  we  passed  the  end  of  the  garden,  we 
heard   most    distinctly   some   words   uttered  in  most 

E  2 


244  AN  OPPROBRIOUS  TERM. 

insulting  tone,  and  proceeding  evidently  from  the  arbour 
at  the  corner — '  Ach  Spitzbubcn  !  zur  Holle '  (Oh,  you 
rascals,  to  hell  with  you  !  ')  The  marked  gutteral  of  the 
first  word  rattled  out  with  manifest  insolence  from  the 
very  bottom  of  the  throat. 

For  those  who  do  not  know  Germany  or  German,  I 
must  here  state  that  '  Spitzbube '  was  a  most  oppro- 
brious term  ;  indeed,  it  was  an  actionable  term.  My 
friend,  who  introduced  me  to  his  Volk-Verein,  had 
been  lately  defendant  in  an  action,  and  had  been  cast 
in  the  suit  for  using  this  expression.  The  witty  wife 
of  our  Secretary  of  legation  condoled  with  the  little 
man,  whom,  as  being  employed  at  various  embassies, 
she  always  called  '  the  diplomatic  carpenter,'  and  she 
advised  him  in  future  not  to  go  further,  however  in- 
sulted, than  the  word  '  Theekessel '  (tea-kettle).  That 
was  not  an  actionable  term,  and  being  what  might 
be  called  an  effeminate  term,  and  one  of  which  the 
applicability  would  not  be  understood  by  many,  it  would 
be  sure  to  '  rile '  an  adversary  as  much  or  more  than 
the  well-known  and  insulting  expression  of  'Spitzbube.' 
It  would  have  the  same  effect  as  the  unknown  terms 
used  by  the  great  O'Connell  in  his  controversy  with  the 
Dublin  fisherwoman,  which  had  lately  taken  place. 
Some  of  my  readers  may  not  have  heard  the  story,  so  I 
will  repeat  what  was  recorded  forty  years  ago. 

The  renowned  agitator  once  had  a  slanging  bout  with 
the  most  noted  of  the  Irish  Billingsgate  furies.  To 
every  word  of  her  slang  and  to  every  opprobrious  e])ithet 
which  she  gave  vent  to  in  her  ire  (which  of  course  I 
should  not  venture  to  repeat)  he  had  an  answer,  and 
called  her  by  different  mathematical  terms  which  she 
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thought  were  horrid  nicknames.  He  called  her  a 
parallelogram,  a  rhomboid,  a  perpendicular,  a  scalene 
triangle,  etc. 

She  continued  to  use  ever}'  foul-mouthed  expression 
that  she  knew,  but  he  always  capped  her  by  these  terms, 
which  she  thought  slang,  and  which  put  her  into  such  a 
rage  that  at  last,  when  she  had  exhausted  her  vocabu- 
lary, she  burst  into  tears,  spat  in  his  face,  and  fairly 
gave  in. 

The  unknown  terms  beat  her.  So  it  was  in  this 
other  case.  Theekessel  riled  even  more  than  Spitzbube, 
for  there  Avas  plainly  something  more  meant  than  was 
defined.  Like  Mrs.  Bardell's  'chops  and  tomato  sauce,' 
there  must  have  been  a  secret  meaning,  there  must  have 
been  some  '  hidden  fire  '  wdthin  ! 

I  had  a  curious  confirmation  of  the  horror  of  the 
word  '  Spitzbube '  only  a  few  years  ago.  I  was  visiting 
magistrate  at  one  of  the  gaols  in  Lincolnshire.  Com- 
l)laints  were  made  against  a  little  German  that  he  was 
the  most  violent  and  ill-conducted  of  all  the  prisoners. 
jS^o  discipline  nor  threat  of  severe  measures  could  keep 
him  in  order :  he  tore  his  clothing  and  his  bedding,  and 
lie  broke  everything  breakable  that  he  could  lay  hands 
on.  'He  used,' I  was  told,  'most  insulting  and  foul- 
mouthed  expressions.' 

I  was  amused  when  I  came  to  examine  him,  for  I 
found  he  knew  no  English  at  all ;  so,  though  the  foul- 
mouthed  language  might  have  been  '  Spitzbube.'  it  might 
also  have  merely  been  Theekessel,  or  parallelogram,  or 
parallax.  Well,  the  little  unruly  democrat,  who  had 
been  convicted  before  of  embezzling  and  stealing,  was 
now  given  a  very  severe  punishment  as  an  '  incorrigible 
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rogue.'  I  was  asked  by  the  court  to  act  as  interpreter, 
and  I  could  think  of  nothing  nearer  to  translate  '  in- 
corrigible rogue  '  than  to  tell  him  he  was  convicted  as 
an  '  unzuverbessernder  Spitzbube.' 

He  started ;  he  then  gave  me  a  withering  glance  of 
insulted  innocence,  he  raised  himself  to  his  full  height, 
he  turned  back  his  long  hair,  he  struck  his  breast,  and, 
though  he  had  not  scrupled  to  embezzle  and  steal,  he 
replied,  in  most  indignant  tone, 

'  Nein,  mein  Herr,  ich  bin  kein  Spitzbube,  Ich  bin  ein 
ehrlicher  Mann,'  ('  No,  sir,  I  am  no  rascal,  I  am  an 
honourable  man.') 

With  this  testimony  to  the  force  of  this  opprobrious 
term,  I  come  back  again  to  our  ride.  Mr.  Bligh,  who 
had  been  long  in  Germany,  and  understood  the  terms 
'  Spitzbuben,  zur  Holle,"  started  as  if  he  had  been  shot. 

'  What's  that,  general  ?  They're  insulting  us  —  in- 
sulting us  in  the  open  highway.  They're  getting  beyond 
themselves.  He  wouldn't  stand  it.  He  would  write  an 
official  letter  to  the  Minister  of  Foreign  Affairs,  and 
have  the  house  watched  by  the  police.' 

Poor,  dear,  good,  kind  old  friend !  He  was  a 
diamond,  though  rather  a  rough  one.  He  was  a  good 
specimen  of  the  straightforward  John  Bull.  In  his 
private  dibrary,  every  inch  of  which,  between,  above,  and 
below  the  books,  was  covered  with  valuable  old  china, 
he  sat,  as  a  lady  friend  wittily  said  of  him,  as  a  veritable 
'  bull  in  a  china  shop.'  He  was  '  sudden  and  quick,'  not 
'  in  quarrel,'  but  in  fancying  others  wanted  to  quarrel. 
His  foible  was — too  great  a  stickling  for  his  rank.  His 
nose  was  always  rather  up  in  the  air.  He  fancied  his 
position  was  not  sufficiently  acknowledged.     He  always 
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thought  his  dignity  was  being  attacked,  the  dignity  of 
the  Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Plenipotentiary.  It  was 
his  corn,  and  it  Avas  often  trodden  upon,  particularly 
and  often  con  amove  by  King  Ernest. 

Here  his  Excellency  caught  the  insult  immediately. 
General  Halkett,  who,  in  fact,  Avas  in  the  secret  of 
'Spitzbuben,'  tried  in  vain  to  pacify  his  friend;  urged 
him  '  to  pass  it  over  this  time— to  give  another  trial — 
see  if  it  happened  again — it  might  have  been  some 
mistake — not  meant  for  them — merely  some  brawlers 
amongst  themselves.  He  could  not  think  anything  was 
meant  against  the  English  minister.  Possibly  his  own 
uniform  might  have  called  this  forth :  but  he  should 
not  notice  it.'  This  counsel  prevailed  ;  the  ride  was 
continued,  and  for  some  time  his  Excellency  chewed 
the  cud  in  silence.  After  a  few  days,  the  same  party 
met  again,  and  the  same  route  was  taken  at  the  sugges- 
tion of  General  Halkett.  Again  we  passed  the  garden 
of  the  pot-house — again  we  plainly  and  distinctly  heard 
a  threatening  voice  in  most  insulting  tone,  crying, 

'  Spitzbuben,  ach  Spitzbuben,  zur  HoUe. 

'  There  1  Hark  ! '  said  his  Excellency.  '  Did  you  not 
hear  it,  general  ? ' 

The  general  could  not  say,  'No  ;  'twas  but  the  wind,' 
for  'the  sound  broke  in  once  more,'  and  'nearer — 
clearer  than  before.' 

'Spitzbuben,  ach  Spitzbuben,  zur  HiJlle.' 

'  Now,  then,  general,  you  hear  it.  There's  no  doubt 
about  it.  This  can't  be  passed  over.  Halkett,'  he 
repeated,  '  it  is — it  is  those  cursed  democrats  ;  they're 
getting  beyond  themselves.  Halkett,  come  on  ;  you 
must  be  witness  ; '  and  his  Excellency  turned  and  rode 
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straight  into  tlie  inn-yard,  insulted  dignity  personified. 
He,  the  fit  representative  of  the  British  Lion,  whose 
courage  dated  back  from  the  playing-fields  at  Eton, 
where  he  had  been  in  the  eleven  and  (a  thing  seldom 
known  then  and  never  now)  in  the  eight  of  the  boats, 
and  also  a  hero  at  the  wall,  he,  who  had  so  early  given 
forecast  of  his  prowess,  now  went  boldly  in  to  beard  the 
lion-democrats  in  their  den. 

'  Where's  the  landlord  ? '  said  his  excited  Excellency. 

'  Here,  your  Excellency  ; '  and  a  most  obsequious 
little  man  stood  bowing,  hat  in  hand. 

*  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ? '  said  his  Excellency. 
'  Yes,  your  Excellency.' 

'  Do  you  know  that  General  oflBcer  ? ' 
'Yes,  your  Excellency.' 
'  Do  you  know  the  Lord  Bishop  of  Ripon  ? ' 
*No,  your  Excellency;  but  I  bow  before  his  "high 
worthiness"  as  a  friend  of  your  Excellency.' 
'  Why  do  you  encourage  men  to  insult  us  ? ' 
'  God  forbid,  your  Excellency.' 
'  Who  are  drinking  in  your  arbour  ? ' 
'No  one,  your  Excellency.' 

*  Wlio  are  skulking  in  your  bushes  ? ' 
'  No  one,  your  Excellency.' 

They  rode  up  to  the  arbour. 

There  was  no  one  there.  There  was  a  high  wooden 
paling  all  round  ;  no  one  could  have  escaped. 

'Dismount,  David'  (the  groom).     'Beat  the  bushes.' 

He  did  so — when  out  hopped  an  old  raven  flapping 
his  wings  in  his  anger  at  being  disturbed,  and  croaking 
out,  in  most  insulting  tone, 

'  Spitzbuben,  ach  Spitzbuben,  zur  Hulle.' 
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The  murder  was  out.  No  doubt  the  patriots  had 
their  fun.  The  insult  to  his  Excellency  the  British 
Envoy  Extraordinary  and  Plenipotentiary  went  like 
wild-fire  all  over  the  town,  with  various  exaggerations. 

The  story  of  course  was  told  to  the  king.  His 
insulted  Excellency  was  immediately  asked  to  dinner, 
and  was  roasted  not  a  little.  The  story  went  to  all 
the  German  courts,  and  in  those  times,  according  to 
the  version  given,  excited  great  indignation,  or — great 
amusement. 
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CAROLINE  HERSCHEL — HER  DISCOVERY — •'  THE  OLD  STORY  ' — *  THE 
LITTLE  GNOME  ' — A  HUNDREDTH  BIRTHDAY — ROYAL  AND 
OTHER  PRESENTS — A  CHEERFUL  VISIT — THE  MEN's  IM- 
PATIENCE— THREE  POINTS — NEVER  HAD  AN  OFFER — A 
DIFFERENT  FATE  FOR  THE  GNOME — THE  ROYAL  GIFT  NEVER 
USED — SENT  TO  ENGLAND  AS  AN  HEIRLOOM — HERR  OBER- 
APPELLATIONS-GERICHTS-VICE-PRESIDENT — BLISS  OF  BOSTON 
— DISSENTING  MINISTER — COME  TO  SEE  THE  WORLD,  SIR — 
LIKE   A   YANKEE — COMPLIMENT   OR    NOT. 

One  of  the  notorieties  and  eccentricities  of  Hanover 
was  a  remnant  of  the  hist  century,  old  Caroline 
Herschel,  the  sister  of  the  great  astronomer.  The 
discoverer,  as  she  told  me,  of  the  Georgium  Sidus, 
though— as  she  added,  with  a  little  evident  bitterness — 
'  her  brother  got  the  credit  of  it.'  They  always  worked 
together,  and  it  was  said  she  knew  as  much  as  he  did. 
They  used  to  take  it  in  turns,  one  observing  with  the 
telescope,  tlie  other  noting  down  the  observations  at 
the  writing-desk.  One  night,  she  said,  as  it  Avas  her 
turn  to  sweep  the  heavens,  it  was  her  eye  that  detected 
the  new  planet.  She  would  go  off  at  a  tangent  upon 
this  subject,  and  occupy,  if  not  interest,  the  attention 
of  her  visitors  with  great  earnestness,  supposing  they 
were  able  and  willino;  to  understand  her. 
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Unfortunately,  or  perhaps  fortunately,  for  me,  my 
education,  as  far  as  concerned  the  starry  heavens,  had 
been  undoubtedly  nci^lected  at  Eton,  and  so  I  did  not 
get  victimised  as  much  as  I  know  some  others  did. 
I  hope,  in  common  courtesy,  I  was  always,  to  all 
appearance,  a  willing  listener  to  this  garrulous  old 
spinster  ;  but  she  was  quite  sharp  enough  to  see  that 
I  could  not  appreciate  her  '  excelsior '  investigations  ; 
and  so,  with  me,  she  confined  herself  to  more  mundane 
discussions,  in  which  I  found  her  equally  energetic. 

The  old  story, 

'  Which  makes  tlie  world  go  round, 
And  every  day  beneath  its  sway, 
Both  young  and  old  are  bound/ 

was  a  very  favourite  topic,  and  treated  with  fire  and 
animation.  She  had  an  extraordinary  little  dwarf 
maid,  more  old-fashioned  than  herself,  who  was  her 
factotum  and  her  confidante,  and  her  sole  directress  in 
her  course  of  reading,  Avhich  was  very  extensive,  and 
almost  exclusively  devoted  to  one  subject,  and  that 
was — '  I'amour,  I'amour,  Famour  ! '  The  little  gnome 
had  a  special  friend  amongst  the  second-hand  dealers, 
and  under  his  advice  many  an  old  book  was  rummaged 
out,  and,  if  full  of  excitement,  emotion,  envy,  hatred, 
malice,  and  every  other  horrid  passion  that  the  green- 
eyed  monster  could  invent,  was  eagerly  devoured  day 
and  night  (for  one  hardly  slept  at  all,  and  the  other  slept 
very  little)  by  these  two  lone  and  excitable  spinsters. 

I  happened  to  be  at  Hanover  when  the  old  lady 
completed  her  ninety-ninth  year.  It  was  a  grand  day 
for  her.     There  was  a  succession  of  carriages,  royal  and 
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others,  before  the  modest  dwelling  all  the  afternoon. 
The  king  sent  a  magnificent  bouquet  and  most  gracious 
message  by  one  of  his  high  officials.  The  Crown 
Princess  brought  her  present  in  person.  The  Crown 
Prince  sent  her  a  beautiful  '  fauteuil,'  which  His  Royal 
Highness  thought  would  be  a  welcome  present  for  her 
declining  years. 

Of  course,  amongst  others,  I  called  to  make  a 
complimentary  yisit  on  this  her  hundredth  birthday. 
She  Avas  in  possession  of  all  her  faculties.  We  did  not 
get  into  the  stars,  as  no  doubt  others  did,  but  Ave  had 
a  most  exciting  discussion  upon  the  subject  so  near  to 
her  heart — flirtation  and  matrimony. 

I  told  her  the  story  of  an  old  lady  like  herself,  full  of 
life  and  spirits,  who  received  company  on  her  ninety- 
eighth  birthday,  and  amused  them  by  recounting  some 
of  her  experiences.  She  said  that,  though  she  had 
lived  so  long,  and  had  always  criticised  the  men 
pretty  shrewdly,  there  were  three  points  regarding 
their  impatience  which  she  could  never  make  out : 
the  first  point  was  why,  as  boys,  they  would  knock  the 
apples  off  the  trees,  because,  if  they  would  only  have 
a  little  patience,  the  apples  would  fall  off  themselves. 
The  next  was,  wdiy  people  would  go  to  war  and  kill 
each  other ;  for,  if  they  Avould  only  have  a  little 
patience,  they  would  die  of  themselves.  And  the  third 
was,  why  the  young  men  were  always  running  after  the 
girls ;  for,  if  they  would  only  have  a  little  patience,  the 
girls  would  run  after  them.' 

My  old  friend  did  not  take  this  in  very  good  part ;  in 
fact,  she  was  rather  indignant  at  it,  as  if  I  meant  some 
reflection  upon   her,    and    she   repudiated    the    idea. 
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entirely,  and  at  tlie  same  time  gave  me  to  understand 
that,  if  slie  had  not  been  very  particular  and  self-re- 
strained, her  position  in  life  might  have  been  very 
different  from  what  it  was  at  ninety-nine  ;  but,  as  it  was, 
she  would  admit  another  thing  to  me,  which  was  this, 
'  That,  though  it  had  been  often  said  tiiat  every  girl 
had  a  chance  of  getting  married  once  in  her  life,  she 
could  only  say,  in  regard  to  herself,  that,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  she  had  not  only  never  had  an  offer, 
but  she  never  had  anything  that  she  could  construe 
into  the  shadow  of  an  idea  of  an  offer,  so  she  was  not 
much  beholden  to  the  men.' 

I  should  have  thought — I  may  say  I  almost  had 
hoped — for  the  credit  of  her  sex,  that  the  little  gnome 
would  have  admitted  that  she  was  in  the  same  boat  as 
her  mistress  ;  but  I  remember  that  a  few  months  after- 
wards, wdien  one  morning  the  oil  seemed  suddenly 
exhausted,  and  Miss  Herschel  went  out  like  a  lamp, 
and  when  it  was  found  in  the  will  that  a  couple  of 
hundred  dollars  (thirty  pounds)  were  left  to  the  trusty 
servant  who  had  borne  with  her  mistress's  humours  and 
eccentricities  just  that  number  of  years,  a  man  was 
found  to  take  her  for  better  and  for  worse.  She  jumped 
at  the  offer — she  was  only  fifty-four — and  within  the 
month  they  were  married.        ^ 

In  connection  with  this  old  lady,  I  may  be  pardoned, 
perhaps,  for  being  my  own  trumpeter,  and  for  quoting 
an  extract  from  '  jNIemoirs  of  Caroline  Herschel, '  which 
I  read  at  page  365.  '  Mr.  Wilkinson,  the  English 
clergyman,  has  been  unremitting  in  his  visits,  and  so 
kind  and  judicious  was  his  manner  that  she  received 
them  to  the  last  with  unfeigned  satisfaction.' 
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With  regard  to  the  'fauteuil,'  which  the  Crown 
Prince  thouglit  would  have  been  a  comfort  to  her  in  her 
dechning  years,  I  may  mention  that  the  old  lady  held 
the  royal  gift  too  sacred  to  be  sat  upon,  and  so  it  was 
always  put  out  in  state,  and  formed  a  subject  of 
conversation,  which  she  contented  herself  with  a  high- 
backed  wooden  chair  while  she  had  inherited  from  her 
ancestors,  and  had  been  quite  satisfied  with  during  her 
long  life. 

What  became  of  the  royal  present  of  which  the  old 
spinster  was  so  proud,  I  do  not  remember  for  certain, 
but  I  think  it  was  sent  to  England  as  an  heirloom  to  be 
kept  in  the  family  of  her  nephew.  Sir  John  Herschel. 

I  do  remember  it  was  a  noted  object  in  lier  room  at 
the  head  of  the  coffin  (I  believe  by  her  wish)  on  the  day 
of  the  funeral,  and  the  excited  pastor,  who  held  an 
impassioned  oration  before  the  body  was  taken  from 
the  house,  after  having  wandered  in  his  ecstasy,  and 
carried  us,  the  assembled  mourners,  with  him,  in  the 
highest  flight  of  self-satisfied  oratory,  to  the  stars  and 
heaven  of  heavens,  descended  to  notice  this  mundane 
gift  of  royalty,  which,  he  said  (not  knowing  it  had  been 
held  too  sacred  to  be  used),  '  had  afforded  the  dear 
departed  sister  such  a  comfortable  seat  upon  earth,  in 
foretaste,  as  he  hoped,  of  a  more  comfortable  and 
exalted  seat  before  the  throne  of  the  King  of  Kings  in 
heaven !  ' 

Here  was  a  result  of  the  free  extempore  eff"usion 
which  the  Lutheran  Church  allows  at  funeral  ceremonies. 
If  the  pastor  sought  fame,  he  certainly  got  it,  such  as  it 
was.  From  high  to  low,  from  court  to  kitchen,  the  report 
was  carried,  and  was  no  doubt  variously  appreciated. 
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Another  of  the  notorieties  of  tlie  town  Avas  Herr . 

I  am  not  quite  sure  about  his  title,  but  if  it  was  not 
Ober-appellations-gerichts-vice-president,  it  was  some- 
thing just  as  long.  He  was  a  man  of  mark,  a  noted 
man  on  account  of  his  religious  propensities,  an  extra- 
ordinary character ;  there  were  few  like  him,  for  he  was 
said  to  read  his  Bible  every  day  and  to  go  to  church  twice 
on  a  Sunday,  and  anybody  who  knew  Germany  then  or 
knows  it  now  will  bear  me  out  that  such  custom  was 
and   is   very   extraordinary.      Everybody    called    him 

'  pious  ]M ' 

I  was  sitting  in  my  study  one  morning,  when  my 

servant  announced  that  Herr (whatever  the  long 

title  was  which  he  gave  with  emphasis)  begged  to  know 
whether  he  might  have  the  honour  of  paying  his  re- 
spects. Of  course  I  acquiesced,  and  in  was  ushered  a 
most  portly,  smiling,  benevolent-looking  old  gentleman, 
a  perfect  personification  of  Mr.  Pickwick,  even  to  the 
very  spectacles  and  gaiters,  and  under  his  arm  was  a 
large  volume,  which,  after  much  bowing  and  many 
complimentary  expressions  of  hope  that  my  high- 
honoured  worthiness  (Hochehrwiirden)  would  excuse 
the  liberty  he  had  taken,  was  laid  upon  the  table,  and 
proved  to  be  the  third  volume  of  the  large  edition  of 
Mant's  Bible. 

'This  Holy  Book,'  he  began,  'your  high-honoured 
worthiness  must  know,  has  long  been  my  treasure  and 
my  delight — a  true  lantern  unto  my  feet  and  light  unto 
my  paths.  Every  day,  and,  I  may  say,  all  day,  when  I 
have  leisure,  is  my  study  in  it.  I  thank  God  that  I 
learnt  from  a  pious  mother  to  seek  first  the  kingdom  of 
God  and  his  righteousness,  and  that  I  had  some  good 
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English  friends  who  taught  me  your  beautiful  language, 
for  in  that  I  have  carried  on  my  daily  study  of  God's 
word  with  the  interesting  annotations  of  Bishop  Mant, 
and  for  forty  years  now  I  have  kept  tliis  up,  and  humbly 
hope  it  has  been  for  my  soul's  good,  both  here  and 
hereafter  I  hare  always  felt  that  I  understand  my 
Bible  better  in  English  ;*  perhaps  it  is  that  the  eye  is 
apt  to  run  too  lightly  oyer  familiar  passages  in  one's 
own  language,  and  the  attention  required  in  reading 
the  English  version  arrests  the  best  energies  of  heart 
and  soul ;  but,  however  that  may  be,  the  English  Bible 
has  been  for  me  the  Book  of  Books,  and  by  it  I  think 
I  have  been  guided  into  all  truth.  Still  I  must  admit 
to  your  high-honoured  w^orthiness  that  there  is  one  thing 
in  the  Bible  that  I  have  never  been  able  to  understand, 
and  I  thought  your  high-honoured  worthiness,  holding 
the  position  of  domestic  chaplain  to  His  jNIajesty,  our 
most  gracious  king  and  lord,  might  be  able  to  explain 
it  for  me,  and  therefore,  and  therefore  only,  have  I 
taken  the  great  liberty  of  presenting  myself  to  your 
high-honoured  worthiness.' 

Then  he  opened  the  book,  and  began  to  turn  the 
pages,  as  if  searching  diligently  for  this  obscure  passage. 
I  welcomed  the  benevolent  old  man  most  heartily, 
complimented  him  as  well  as  I  could  upon  his  constant 
pious  study,  feeling  no  little  fear  and  trembling  as  to 
the  explanation  I  might  be  able  to  give  of  his  forty- 
years-standing  difficulty.  I  told  him  I  thought  at  least 
we  should  be  able  to  make  something  out  hetween  us,  as 

*  I  have  noted  this  in  the  account  of  Jenny  Lind.  It  is  curious 
these  two  foreigners  of  different  lands  made  the  same  remark  of 
reading  their  Bible  in  English,  and  so  understanding  it  better. 
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I  had  Bibles  in  a  good  many  languages,  and  had  also 
various  commentaries.  We  then  got  upon  the  subject 
of  difficulties  in  general,  and  I  submitted  that  I  thought 
one  of  the  greatest  proofs  of  tlie  Bible  being  an  in- 
spired book  was  that,  after  all  the  study  that  the  most 
learned  in  all  countries  had  given  to  it  for  so  many  ages, 
it  had  never  been  completely  mastered.  Books  of 
human  composition  were  got  up,  as  it  were,  at  the 
fingers'  ends,  but  much  of  the  Bible  remained  still  a 
mystery,  and  probably  was  intended  to  exercise  our 
research  and  ingenuity  until  the  time  when  we  should 
no  longer  see  through  a  glass  darkly,  so  that  I  did  not 
think  we  need  be  disheartened  if  we  did  not  come  to  a 
satisfactory  conclusion  upon  his  difficulty,  but  must  be 
content  to  leave  it  as  one  of  those  passages  in  which, 
the  apostle  tells  us,  are  '  some  things  hard  to  be  under- 
stood,' and  be  satisfied  to  work  out  our  duty  towards 
God  and  man  by  other  points  of  revelation,  in  which 
there  is  no  darkness  at  all,  but  ample  light  to  guide 
both  our  faith  and  practice. 

He  seemed  very  earnest  in  his  attention,  and  as 
appeared,  quite  absorbed  in  thought.  He  nodded  his 
head  approvingly,  but  said  nothing. 

I  then  told  him  the  story  of  the  old  fisherman  who 
said  to  his  clergyman  that,  when  hcread  his  Bible,  he 
always  considered  he  was  eating  fish ;  he  got  piece 
after  piece,  which  he  sat  and  chewed  slowly  and 
silently,  and  it  seemed  to  do  him  a  power  of  good  ; 
then  perhaps  he  came  upon  a  bit  of  bone  ;  he  did  not 
keep  chewing  that  in  hopes  of  breaking  it  up  for  his 
use,  but  he  always  put  it  aside,  saying, 

'  I'm  not  going  to  crack  my  jaws  upon  bone  when  I've 
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more  good  wholesome  iflesh  before  me.  So  'tis  witli  my 
Bible  :  I  read,  and  I  read,  and  I  read,  and  I  mark,  and, 
I  hope,  inwardly  digest  as  I  read,  but  then  comes  a 
difficult  bit  that  I  don't  understand ;  well,  I  don't  stop 
to  rack  my  brains  upon  that,  but  pass  on  to  something 
plainer.  I  say  that's  bone,  Avhat's  the  good  of  chawing 
and  chawing  'o  that,  when  there's  plenty  of  good  Avhole- 
some  food  for  my  poor  soul  on  the  other  parts,  which 
are  plain  and  easy.' 

That  was  the  principle,  I  suggested,  tve  should  go 
upon,  if  we  could  not  make  out  the  present  difficulty. 

Herr  Ober-apellations-gerichts-vice-president  listened 
so  attentively,  that  I  kept  running  on  while  I  got  down 
two  or  three  Greek  Testaments  with  notes,  and  my 
Whitby  and  Scott's  commentaries,  and  he  himself 
continually  turned  over  leaves  and  inserted  markers. 
I  thought  I  must  come  to  the  point,  and  the  sooner  the 
better,  and  I  begged  him  to  state  his  difficulty,  and  he 
answered,  '  It's  here,  and  here,  and  here,'  and  he 
handed  me  over  the  volume,  and  said,  pointing  to  three 
or  four  passages, 

'  Well,  your  high-honoured  worthiness,  what  I  never 
could  understand  is  this,  the  meaning  of  these  inverted 
ps.'  (^). 

The  murder  w^as  out  ;  the  mountain  had  been  in 
labour  ;  the  mouse  was  born. 

To  say  I  w^as  relieved,  is  to  say  nothing.  I  was 
intensely  relieved,  and  intensely  amused  ;  but  I  kept 
my  countenance,  and  answered,  as  demurely  as  I  could, 

'Herr  Ober-appellations-gerichts-vice-president,'  or 
whatever  his  long  title  was,  '  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  cannot 
give   you   any  information   upon   this   point.     I  don't 
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remember,  in  the  whole  course  of  my  reading,  ever  to 
liave  met  Avitli  any  remark  upon  the  subject.' 

I  may  add,  by  the  way,  I  said  so  then,  and  I  say  so 
noiu,  and  I  have  often  asked  the  question  myself,  and 
never  to  this  day  have  got  a  satisfactory  answer. 
People  have  told  me,  '  Oh !  it's  some  mark  of  the 
printers.'  Xo  doubt;  but  what?  Not  having  any 
acquaintance  amongst  printers,  I  have  never  been  able 
to  make  out  the  difficulty. 

It  is  now  nearly  forty  years  since  this  occurred,  and 
I  am  as  much  in  the  dark  as  the  Herr — whatever  his  title 
was — after  his  forty  years'  study  of  the  English  Bible ! 

The  benevolent  old  gentleman  was  too  polite  to  say 
much,  but  lie  was  evidently  much  surprised  at  the 
ignorance  of  the  domestic  chaplain  of  His  Majesty — his 
most  gracious  and  high  exalted  lord  and  king.  He 
took  up  the  ponderous  volume  under  his  arm,  and, 
with  a  dignity  worthy  of  Dominie  Sampson,  he  made  a 
low  bow,  saying, 

'Sir,  House  Chaplain,  it  does  me  extraordinary 
sorrow  that  I  have  intruded  so  much  upon  your  high- 
honoured  worthiness's  time  ;  I  beg  you  to  excuse.' 

With  that  he  backed  his  disappointed  self  out  of  my 
sight :  and,  though  I  paid  him  a  return  visit,  I  never 
saw  him  again.  Peace  to  his  manes,  as  I  suppose  he 
lias  long  since  gone  the  way  of  all  flesh. 

If  the  '  Herr  House  Chaplain '  had  a  snub  in  having 
his  knowledge  thus  tested  and  his  ignorance  thus 
exposed,  if  his  pride  had  a  fall,  it  was  not  '  like 
Lucifer's,  never  to  rise  again.'  There  was  no  time 
for  despondency :  his  fillip  and  compensation  came  a 
few  days  afterwards. 

s  2 
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One  Sunday,  I  had  just  finished  service,  and  was 
unrobing  in  my  little  vestry  when  some  one  knocked. 
'Come  in,'  I  said,  and  a  little  short-cropped,  round 
head  (I  do  not  mean  a  joke,  but  he  really  was  the 
facsimile  of  the  picture  of  many  a  close-clipped  Puritan), 
in  a  white  neckcloth,  just  peeped  in,  and  still  holding 
the  half-open  door,  said,  '  Bliss,  of  Boston  ; '  and 
stopped. 

'  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,'  I  said,  not  understanding 
him  ;  when  he  repeated  in  unmistakable  twang,  and  in 
a  louder  key,  and  emphasizing  each  syllable, 

'  Bliss,  sir — of  Bos — ton,  in  the  U — nited  States. 
I'm  a  minister,  sir.' 

'  Oh  !  pray  come  in,  Mr.  Bliss,'  I  said  ;  '  always  glad 
to  see  a  brother  minister  in  our  foreign  parts,'  and  in 
came  the  whole  of  him  :  a  minister,  no  doubt,  in  his 
minister's  conventional  dress,  but  no  more  like  our 
ministers  '  than  I  to  Hercules.' 

'  Wall,  sir,'  he  went  on,  '  I'm  a  great  traveller,  come 
to  see  the  world — opens  the  mind,  you  know.  I'm  a 
congregationalist ;  I'm  by  no  means  a  solitary  bird,  to 
"  sit  darkling,"  particularly  on  Sundays.  I'm  a  con- 
gregationalist by  nature  as  well  as  profession.'  (And 
his  eye  twinkled  as  if  he  had  said,  or  was  going  to  say, 
a  good  thing.)  'Wall,  sir,  as  there  was  no  where  else 
to  go  to,  I  thought  I'd  just  drop  my  principles  for  once, 
and  come  into  "King's  Chambers  "  (by  the  way,  what 
a  noble-looking  old  fellow  he  is,  though  he  is  a  king)  ' 
— His  Majesty  had  been  at  the  service  that  morning — 
'  and  I  thought  I'd  just  see  you  and  your  congregation. 
Wall,  sir,  I'll  not  take  up  your  time  ;  I  only  wanted  to 
remark  that  I've  travelled  a  o-ood  deal,  and  I've  seen  a 
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good  deal,  and  I've  heard  a  good  deal — for,  whenever 
I  am  out  on  a  holiday,  I  go  to  hear  what  I  can,  as  I 
shall  have  to  report  to  my  congregation  when  I  get 
home — and  I  only  now  wished  to  assure  you  (how 
different  surely  you  do  look  now  you've  taken  off  all 
your  silk  fixtures  !)  that,  of  all  the  preachers  I've  heard 
out  of  my  own  country,  I  never  met  one  who,  in  looks 
and  in  manner,  and  in  voice,  and  in  delivery,  seemed  to 
me  so  nmch  like  an  American ;'  and  he  jerked  his  little 
bull  head  on  one  side,  offered  his  hand,  which  I  took, 
and,  without  a  word  more,  in  a  moment — without 
wishing,  I  suppose,  to  hear  whether  I  took  it  as  a 
compliment  or  an  offence,  '  abiit,  excessit,  evasit,  erupit.' 
I  hope  it  was  intended  as  a  compliment,  for  I  took  it 
as  such,  and  stood  an  inch  higher,  and  of  course  was 
puffed  up  accordingly ! 


CHAPTER    XXVII. 

JEXNT  LIND — HER  STAY  IN  HANOVER — PRESENTED  TO  HER  BY 
THE  CROWN  PRINCE — SINGING  WITH  THE  CHILDREN — '  HER 
OWN  LITTLE  CHILDREN' — ACHT  GUTE  GROSCHEN — THE  BRUNS- 
WICK THEATRE — JENNY  LINd's  ILLNESfe — HER  CONTRACT — 
HOW  SHE  KEPT  IT— THE  BOY  FLUTIST — HIS  TRIUMPH  AND 
REWARD. 

One  of  the  most  cliarmino^  acquaintances  it  was  my 
privilege  to  make  when  at  Hanover  was  that  of  the 
Swedish  nightingale,  Jenny  Lind,  when,  at  the  com- 
mencement of  her  fame,  she  was  proceeding  to  take  up 
her  engagement  at  the  Opera  House  in  London. 

She  stayed  nearly  a  fortnight  in  Hanover,  and  I 
heard  her  sing  again  and  again  in  public  and  in  private, 
at  the  theatre  and  at  court. 

I  was  presented  to  her  by  the  Crown  Prince  himself 
at  a  very  small  private  party  at  his  palace. 

The  next  day  she  called  upon  us,  and  condescended, 
with  the  sweetest  kindness,  to  have  my  three  little 
children — the  eldest  seven,  and  the  youngest  four — 
dowai  to  sing  to  her,  as  she  heard  from  the  Crown 
Prince  that  they  were  noted  at  that  age  for  singing  in 
parts  and  canon  Avitli  their  lady's-maid.     She  passed 
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the  whole  afternoon  with  us,  and  kissed  and  compli- 
mented the  little  ones,  and  sang  them  some  of  her 
charming  airs,  amongst  which  I  specially  remember, 
'Icli  muss  doch  einmal  singen,'  and,  'Schlaf  in  gutcr 
Ruh  !  ' 

I  think  she  took  peculiar  interest  in  my  little  ones 
(who  certainly  showed  no  little  talent  for  their  age), 
because  at  that  time  her  heart,  overflowing  with  the 
milk  of  human  kindness,  and  thrilling  Avith  Christian 
charity,  was  set  on  a  great  work,  for  what  she  called 
'her  own  little  children  at  Stockholm.'  There  was 
great  ignorance  and  great  destitution  at  that  time  at 
Stockholm,  in  the  way  of  education  for  the  lower 
classes  ;  and,  when  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her, 
she  told  me  she  had  just  made  an  engagement  to  go  to 
America,  after  her  visit  to  London,  and,  before  thinking 
of  any  gains  to  herself,  she  had  signed  and  sealed,  and 
made  over  to  trustees,  the  first  fruits  of  her  earnings, 
amouuting  to  a  sum  of  £30,000,  to  establish  and 
endow  schools  for  her  '  poor  little  children  in 
Stockholm.' 

She  told  me  she  could  not  bear  the  thought  of 
standing  before  an  American  audience,  and  she  went 
wholly  and  solely  with  the  idea  and  determination  to 
console  herself,  whatever  she  might  have  to  face,  with 
the  thought  of  the  permanent  good  that  would  be 
worked  for  those  in  whom  she  took  so  much  interest, 
'  the  poor  little  children  of  Stockholm ; '  and  she 
looked  up  in  my  face,  and  said, 

'I  ask  you,  as  a  clergyman,  may  I  not  justly  hope 
for  God's  blessing  upon  this  work?  undertaken,  God 
knows,  in  no  spirit  of  pride,  but  solely  for  the  little 
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wandering  lambs  of  this  Christian  fold.'  She  added, 
'  I  \\0Y)Q  I  shall  at  any  time  be  ready  to  bow  my  head 
and  say  amen,  should  the  Lord  be  pleased  to  call  me 
from  this  world  ;  but  I  do  own  that  my  daily  prayer 
is — to  be  spared  at  least  two  or  three  years,  till  I  have 
realised  this  dearest  wish  of  my  heart  for  the  per- 
manent benefit  of  my  "poor  little  children  of  Stock- 
holm ; "  and  she  looked  up  again  in  my  face,  with  an 
enlightened  beam  of  fervency,  Avhich,  though  upwards 
of  thirty  years  ago,  I  shall  never  forget ;  and  added, 
'  I  appeal  again  to  you,  sir,  as  a  clergyman — is  there 
anything  in  that  prayer  either  wrong  or  inconsistent 
with  a  Christian's  true  submission  to  the  Divine 
Will?' 

There  was  a  great  charity  bazaar  while  Jenny  Lind 
was  in  Hanover,  held  in  the  royal  marstall,  for  what 
purpose  I  do  not  exactly  remember,  but  it  was 
patronised  by  the  king,  the  numerous  members  of 
the  royal  family,  and  all  the  court.  The  greatest  at- 
traction that  drew  the  crowd  to  the  large  building 
and  made  it  a  grand  success  was  the  notice  that  the 
Swedish  nightingale,  who  had  enchanted  the  full  opera- 
house  the  night  before  by  her  peculiar  conception  of  her 
part  in  the  'Sonnambula,'  and  the  marvellous  per- 
fection of  its  execution,  had  signified  her  intention  of 
being  present,  and  every  one  wished  to  see  her  in  her 
natural  every-day  dress  and  costume  off  the  stage. 

I  remember  a  little  incident  at  the  door  of  the 
exhibition,  which  I  record,  as  I  think  it  might  be  well 
imitated,  if  there  could  only  be  found  the  right  person 
in  the  right  place  to  act  the  part  at  the  entrance  of 
some  fashionable  charity  bazaar  in  Loudon. 
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The  ^vife  of  our  Secretary  of  legation — cliarming  in 
her  manner,  elegant  in  her  dress  and  address,  personally 
known,  of  course,  to  all  the  court  circle,  and  known  by 
sight  and  reputation  to  almost  every  dweller  in  the  then 
small  town  of  Hanover,  undismayed  in  her  effrontery, 
not  to  say  'cheek,'  to  tackle  every  individual  of  the 
thronging  crowd — stood  at  the  door  with  an  enormous 
bouquet  of  some  five  hundred  moss-blooming  rosebuds 
in  her  hand,  which  she  had  begged  for  her  charity 
purpose  from  the  chef  of  one  of  the  royal  gardens. 

Xo  individual  could  possibly  pass  without  observing 
it,  and  I  do  not  believe  a  single  gentleman  was  allowed 
to  pass  Avithout  paying  his  toll  to  her  before  he  came 
to  his  entrance-fee  a  little  further  on.  x\ny  one  she 
knew  of  course  immediately  accosted  her. 

'  What  a  magnificent  bouquet !  what  a  perfume ! ' 

'Isn't  it?  Would  you  like  to  smell  it?  Acht  gute 
Groschen'  (one  shilling),    'if  you  please.' 

Her  large  eyes  were  everywhere,  and  as  some  shy 
young  man,  whom  she  did  not  know,  was  passing  with 
a  furtive  glance  at  the  show-bouquet,  her  blandest  smile 
Avas  put  into  requisition. 

'  I  see  you  remark  my  bouquet ;  it  is  not  often  you 
see  such  a  thing.  AVould  you  like  to  smell  it  ?  Acht 
gute  Groschen,  if  you  please.' 

And  so  it  went  on  all  day  ;  chaff,  fun,  jokes,  repartee, 
and  always  with  the  same  conclusion,  'Acht  gute 
Groschen,  if  you  please.'  The  great  person  of  the 
day  arrived. 

She  was  tackled  in  due  course  by  my  friend,  Avho 
had  made  her  acquaintance  the  day  before.  They  had 
their  complimentary  badinage  ;  of  course  the  bouquet 
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was  smelt ;  Jenny  Lind  liad  no  silver,  but  her  'Aclit 
gute  Grosclien '  was  paid  by  a  Louis  d'or.  She  then 
passed  in  by  the  turnstile,  gave  another  Louis  d'or  as 
entrance-fee,  and  paid  in  gold  at  each  stall  where  she 
made  her  purchases,  and  her  short  visit  brought  a 
benefit  of  fifty  Louis  d'or  to  the  funds. 

The  next  evening  Jenny  Lind  gave  a  concert  on 
behalf  of  the  poor,  sick,  or  superannuated  artists  of 
the  town,  singers  and  musicians.  The  result  was 
highly  satisfactory,  the  amount  paid  in  being  about 
one  thousand  two  hundred  thalers,  of  which  not  one 
halfpenny  did  she  retain  herself 

I  called  the  next  morning  and  found  her  busily 
employed  counting  out  and  sealing  up  all  this  coin 
in  rolls,  and  I  helped  her  to  direct  them  to  the 
honorary  secretary  of  the  committee,  whom  she  had 
deputed  to  dispense  her  bounty. 

Of  course  I  could  not  say  a  word  which  Avas  not 
complimentary  on  this  occasion  in  regard  to  the 
numerous  hearts  which  she  would  cheer  up  in  their 
misfortune,  but  she  cut  me  short  in  the  most  charming 
way. 

'  The  delight  was  all  on  her  part  to  be  able  to  give 
them  help ;  in  fact,  it  was  the  only  return  she  could 
make  unto  the  Lord  for  the  gift  He  had  been  pleased 
to  bestow  upon  her,  which  formed  the  great  joy  of  her 
own  life.  She  could  not  repay  her  bounteous  Creator, 
the  author  and  giver  of  her  talent,  directly ;  she  was 
only  thankful,  for  His  sake,  to  help  her  less  fortunate 
and  suffering  fellow-creatures.' 

The  day  after  this  she  was  engaged  to  sing  at  the 
theatre  of  the  reigning  Duke  of  Brunswick,  and  had 
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promised  to  ghe  a  concert  for  the  sick  and  needy  of 
that  phice,  but  she  had  caiiglit  a  bad  cold,  and  was 
obliged  to  send  a  special  messenger  to  countermand 
the  notices  that  had  been  issued. 

The  excitement  had  been  great ;  persons  had  come 
from  every  part  of  the  duchy ;  every  place  had  been 
taken  at  double  rates.  The  director  would  not  brave 
the  disappointment  without  satisfying  himself  that  the 
inability  to  sing  was  strictly  true,  and  not  merely  a 
caprice  of  the  great  artiste  upon  a  slight  ailment ;  and 
so,  in  an  ill-advised  moment,  he  came  over  to  Hanover 
with  his  lawyer,  who  had  made  the  contract,  and  his 
doctor,  whom  he  vainly  thought  Jenny  Liud  Avould 
condescend  to  admit  to  a  consultation  as  to  her  actual 
state  of  health. 

Jenny  Lind,  the  meek,  the  lowly,  the  bland,  the  kind, 
the  gentle,  the  charitable,  was  not  to  be  tlms  insulted. 
Her  spirit  of  indignation  was  justly  aroused.  The 
director  might  come  in  to  an  interview,  but  neither 
lawyer  nor  doctor  should  cross  her  threshold.  With 
the  stiffest  bow,  she  imperiously  demanded  Avhat  the 
director  pretended  to  have  lost  by  '  the  contract  being- 
broken,'  as  he  stated?  When  the  answer  given  was  six 
hundred  thalers,  without  sitting  down  herself  or  offer- 
ing him  a  chair,  she  signed  a  cheque  for  the  sum  stated, 
and  motioned  him  to  the  door,  saying  '  she  Avould  not 
disappoint  the  public  at  Brunswick — she  would  come 
over  and  sing  to  them  in  the  largest  room  she  could 
hire,  but  she  would  not  set  foot  in  his  theatre.' 

And  she  did  go  as  soon  as  she  was  able,  and  she  did 
sing  to  them  in  the  largest  room  she  could  hire,  and 
she  did  enchant  them  as  she  did  every  one  else,   not 
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only  by  her  exquisite  song,  but  by  a  little  impromptu 
trait  which  touched  every  heart,  and  carried  enthusiasm 
to  its  highest  pitch.  All  who  remember  her  in  the 
height  of  her  fame  will  remember  that  she  created 
'  gran-furore '  by  a  piece  to  which  she  had  an  ac- 
companiment of  two  flutes.  She  had  had  both  these 
professionals  over  to  HanoA'er  to  practise  their  parts, 
and  she  was  more  than  satisfied  with  their  proficiency ; 
but  on  the  morning  of  the  intended  performance  she 
found  the  second  flutist  was  laid  up,  and  utterly  unable 
to  play. 

'  Was  there  no  one  else  capable  of  taking  the  part  ? ' 

'Well,  there  was  a  boy,  very  talented,  a  very  rising 
young  flutist,  but  he  was  only  a  boy.' 

He  Avas  sent  for,  and  he  teas  but  a  boy,  and  very 
small  of  his  age,  but  he  blew  his  first  notes  as  a  real 
artist,  and  Jenny  Lind  immediately  saw  she  had  an 
efficient  substitute. 

Her  charming  kindness  gave  him  every  encourage- 
ment ;  his  heart  and  soul  was  in  his  music.  Jenny 
Lind  was  delighted  with  the  rehearsal,  and,  when  the 
day  came,  the  boy  played  like  an  old  hero. 

The  enthusiasm  was  great,  the  call  was  unanimous, 
and  the  sweet  singer  came  forward,  not  alone,  to  take 
the  ovation  to  herself,  but  she  led  forth  the  little  boy, 
put  him  forward,  patted  him  on  the  head,  and  turned 
upon  him  the  honour  of  the  triumph,  and,  afterwards, 
gave  him  twenty  Louis  d'or  from  the  proceeds  of  the 
concert. 


CHAPTER  XXYIII. 

JENNY  LIND  AT  SUNDAY  SERVICE — A  QUIET  TEA  AT  THE  CROWN 
prince's  PALACE — THE  LATE  BISHOP  OF  NORWICH,  DR.  STANLEY 
— VERY  INTIMATE  WITH  JENNY  LIND — THE  BENEFIT  ON  HIS 
PART — JENNY  LIND'S  ENGLISH  BIBLE — AFTER  AMERICA  AND 
STOCKHOLM,  SWITZERLAND  AND  ITALY — TROUBLES  AND  TRIALS. 

Jenny  Lind  came  to  my  Sunday  service  in  the  old 
king's  dining-room,  and  sat  Avitli  the  members  of  our 
embassy,  just  behind  the  royal  party.  The  Crown 
Prince  told  me  she  was  pleased  to  approve  of  my  short, 
plain  sermon,  and  His  Royal  Highness  desired  me  to 
write  out  two  copies  for  him,  in  order  that  he  might 
present  her  with  one.  I  have  the  sermon  now  lying 
before  me — our  Lord's  words  to  the  Canaanitish  woman 
formed  the  text :  '  0  woman,  great  is  thy  faith,  be  it  unto 
thee  even  as  thou  wilt.'  The  subject  was  humility  before 
God,  faith  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  perseverance 
in  prayer,  all  of  which  I  found  out  afterwards,  when  I 
came  to  talk  it  over  with  Jenny  Lind,  were  exactly 
points  in  which  I  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  touch 
in  her  heart  chords  of  sympathy. 

I  was  honoured  by  an  invitation  to  meet  her  that 
evening  at  a  quiet  tea  at  the  Crown  Prince's  palace  :  a 
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qtiiet  tea  at  which  Jenny  Lind  was  mnch  pleased,  it 
being  quite  an  event  in  the  life  of  an  artiste  as  Avell  as 
of  royalty,  whose  Sunday  evenings,  according  to  con- 
tinental customs,  are,  almost  invariably,  the  most  gay 
and  the  most  fatiguing. 

The  Crown  Prince  talked  over  the  sermon  with  me 
before  Jenny  Lind's  arrival,  and  seemed  to  think  I  had 
purposely  and  specially  selected  this  subject,  with 
reference,  not  to  say  compliment,  to  Jenny  Lind, 
portraying,  as  he  thought  it  did,  exactly  her  character- 
istics of  humility  and  faith  ;  but,  as  I  told  him,  I  had 
not  an  idea  of  Jenny  Lind's  coming  to  my  service  :  I 
had  merely  chosen  the  subject,  with  prayers  for  God's 
guidance,  as  one  of  the  most  striking  incidents  of  the 
Gospel  of  the  day,  and,  if  I  had  been  fortunate  enough 
to  touch  her  heart  or  the  heart  of  any  of  my  hearers 
'  to  go  and  do  likewise,'  it  was  under  the  special 
direction  of  God's  providence,  and  to  Him  was  the 
glory. 

The  late  Bishop  of  Norwich  was  very  intimate  with 
Jenny  Lind,  and,  in  reply  to  some  sneerer  who  ex- 
pressed surprise  at  his  lordship's  receiving  a  profes- 
sional singer  into  the  palace,  he  said,  in  words  that 
deserve  to  be  recorded,  that  he  always  wished  to 
honour  virtue  and  talent  wherever  he  found  them,  even 
in  an  actress,  and,  as  to  his  intimacy  with  Jenny  Lind, 
he  considered  the  benefit  was  on  his  part,  for  he  had 
no  hesitation  in  saying  that,  after  a  conversation  with 
Jenny  Lind,  he  always  felt  himself  a  better  man.  !Many 
might  think  this  a  mere  complimentary  fago7i  de  imrlcr; 
but  I  endorse  it  strictly  and  literally.  After  about 
thirty-five  years,  the  winning  charm  of  her  conversation 
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is  vividly  impressed  upon  my  memory,  and,  as  a  septua- 
genarian, I  record  it  upon  conviction  that,  after  my 
short  acquaintance  with  her,  I  felt  myself  (and  hope  I 
continued)   a  better  man. 

I  remember  Jenny  Lind  told  me  she  always  read  her 
Bible  in  English  because  she  seemed  to  understand  it 
better.  I  did  not  fully  see  the  force  of  this  at  first,  but 
when  I  afterwards  followed  her  example  in  regard  to 
many  languages  I  have  studied  in  my  time,  and  read 
my  Bible  each  week  in  a  different  tongue,  a  new  light 
broke  in  upon  me,  and  I  found  Avhat  she  meant  by 
understanding  the  Bible  better  in  a  foreign  language. 
In  one's  own  native  tongue,  one  is  apt  to  read — par- 
ticularly familar  parts — with  the  eye  but  not  '  with  the 
understanding  also  ; '  but  with  the  foreign  language 
the  attention  is  arrested,  the  thoughts  are  more  concen- 
trated, and  the  sense,  being  more  deeply  studied,  is 
more  deeply  impressed,  and  so  one  understands  it 
better.  I  venture  to  counsel  any,  who  are  apt  to  find 
their  thoughts  wandering  while  the  eye  runs  over  the 
page,  to  try  Jenny  Liud's  plan  of  reading  their  daily 
Bible  lesson  in  a  foreign  language. 

It  never  was  my  good  fortune  to  meet  the  sweet 
singer  of  Sweden  in  after  life,  nor  can  I  ever  hope  to 
have  this  pleasure  now  ;  but  I  beg  to  record  my  honour 
and  admiration  of  one  who  seemed  heart  and  soul 
absorbed  in  the  thought  of  doing  all  things  Avell,  and 
whose  grand  guiding  motto  I  believe  was,  'Pure 
religion  and  undefiled  before  God  and  the  Father  is 
this,  to  visit  the  fatherless  and  widows  in  their  affliction, 
and  to  keep  one's  self  unspotted  from  the  world.' 

But,  though  we  did  not  meet  again,  I  still  watched 
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her  career  with  deep  interest,  particularly  as  she  told 
me  her  intention  was,  after  her  American  engagement, 
to  go  back  to  her  own  country,  and  have  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  with  her  own  eyes  the  Avorking  of  her  scheme 
for  her  '  poor  little  children  at  Stockholm  ; '  then  she 
meant  to  go  to  Switzerland  to  see  'the  glorious  Avorks 
of  the  Parent  of  good '  in  all  their  grandeur  in  the  face 
of  Nature  ;  then  to  the  land  of  poetry  and  song,  to 
Italy,  to  feast  her  mind  upon  the  marvellous  works  of  art 
of  bygone  days,  and  then  to  come  back  and  settle  in  dear 
Old  England  for  the  rest  of  her  life.  This  last  project 
everyone  knows  she  carried  out,  and  she  has  long  lived 
a  quiet,  unostentatious  life  amongst  us,  dispensing,  I 
have  no  doubt,  many  a  blessing  to  those  around  her, 
perhaps  scarcely  '  letting  her  left  hand  know  what  her 
right  hand  doeth.' 

I  fear,  from  what  I  have  heard,  troubles  and  trials, 
particularly  from  broken  health,  have  been  her  lot,  but 
I  am  sure  she  has  known  by  whose  permission  they 
come,  and  she  has  weighed  well,  to  her  comfort,  the 
assurance  that  '  the  light  affliction  of  this  world 
worketh  out  a  far  more  exceeding  and  eternal  weight 
of  glory.'  My  earnest  hope  is  that  God's  mercy  may 
still  follow  her  all  the  days  of  her  life,  and  that  when 
the  Lord  maketh  up  His  jewels,  she  may  be  among  the 
first  to  hear  the  gracious  words,  '  Inasmuch  as  ye  have 
done  it '  (your  works  of  charity)  '  to  the  least  of  these 
my  brethren,  ye  have  done  it  unto  Me.  Come  ye 
blessed  children  of  My  Father,  inherit  the  kingdom 
prepared  for  you  from  the  foundation  of  the    world.' 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

BAKONESS  LEHZEN — QUEEN  VICTORIA'S  GOVERNESS — THE  QUEEN'S 
KINDNESS  OP  HEART — ANOTHER  FLOW  OF  TALK — A  REAL 
HAVANNAH  —  THE  HISTORY  OF  THE  HAVANNAHS  —  THE 
baroness's  SMOKING-PARTIES — THE  EX-QUEEN  OP  HANOVER 
— KLIEFOTH's   sermons — HER  MAJESTY'S   ANNOTATIONS. 

1  FOUND,  residing  in  a  neighbouring  town,  a  lady 
whose  names  at  that  time  was  '  familiar  in  our  ears  as 
household  Avord,'  and  whom  every  Englishman,  who 
sang  '  God  Save  the  Queen '  with  heart  and  voice, 
delighted  to  honour  as  the  governess  unto  whom  had 
been  entrusted  a  great  work,  which  she  had  well  and 
faithfully  carried  out ;  viz.,  in  training  the  young  mind 
of  our  gracious  sovereign  for  the  grand  position  Her 
Majesty  was  destined  by  Divine  Providence  to  hold,  as 
ruler  over  the  vast  empire  on  which  the  sun  never  sets, 
of  Great  Britain  and  her  colonies  in  every  quarter  of 
the  globe. 

After  the  queen's  marriage,  the  King  of  Prussia  made 
the  then  Mademoiselle  Lehzen  a  baroness,  and  she 
retired  upon  a  well-earned  pension  to  her  own  native 
place,  and  lived  there  honoured  and  respected  by  all. 
Her  great  delight  was  to  receive  visits — unfortunately, 
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she  told  me,  '  few  and  far  between ' — from  English 
travellers  ;  and  then  she  knew  she  had  willing  listeners 
when  she  went  off  at  score,  heart  and  soul,  upon  the 
subject  of  her  royal  pupil,  of  whom  of  course  she  had 
many  interesting  anecdotes  to  tell  of  the  bright  promise 
of  her  early  years,  which  blossomed  afterwards  into 
the  Model  Woman,  model  Wife,  model  Mother,  and 
model  Queen. 

One  point  spoke  for  itself  of  Her  Majesty's  kindness 
of  heart,  that,  for  some  time  after  she  was  married, 
after  she  was  a  young  mother,  and  with  all  the  pressure 
of  state  as  well  as  of  domestic  affairs,  she  always  found 
time  to  write  to  her  old  governess  every  Aveek,  and  it 
was  only  at  the  baroness's  own  special  request  that  her 
Majesty  afterwards  reduced  the  correspondence  to  once 
a  month,  which  was  regularly  continued  up  to  the  time 
when  I  saw  the  old  lady,  and,  I  believe,  up  to  her 
death,  which  happened  many  years  afterwards.  The 
baroness  found  she  had  a  good  listener  in  me,  and  her 
tongue  was  indeed  '  the  pen  of  a  ready  writer.' 

For  an  hour,  at  least,  I  did  not  get  in  a  word, 
except  of  acquiescence.  Upon  the  first  break  of  the 
conversation,  I  then  thought  it  right  to  make  a  move  to 
go  ;  but  no,  that  was  not  to  be  allowed.  There  was 
plenty  more  breath  in  the  fervent  and  fervid  old  lady, 
particularly  upon  the  one  subject,  when  out  of  the 
abundance  of  the  heart  the  mouth  was  speaking.  The 
bell  was  rung,  coffee  was  ordered. 

This  gave  time  for  another  flow  of  eloquence  for  at 
least  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Then  another  move  to  go. 
JSTot  a  bit  of  it.  '  Might  she  offer  me  a  cigar  with  my 
coffee  ? '     I  made  a  little  demur,  and  cast  my  eye  round 
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her  -well-filled  and  elegantly-furnished  draTving-rooni. 
I  said  I  was  no  great  smoker,  though  I  owned  I  did 
treat  myself  to  a  good  cigar  now  and  then  ;  not  like  the 
Germans,  to  help  them  to  think  while  they  were  at 
business,  but  to  help  me  to  be  satisfied  when  I  had 
nothing  to  think  about  and  was  doing  nothing.  1 
added  also  that  I  always  carried  a  couple  of  the  best 
cigars  I  could  get,  in  order  to  smoke  in  self-defence, 
when  I  was  being  smoked  by  bad  tobacco  in  public 
conveyances  or  in  close  rooms,  and  company. 

'  Oh,  if  that  were  the  case,  I  must  let  her  give  me 
one  of  her  cigars,  which,  she  flattered  herself,  were 
very  good  ;  for  she  could  assure  me  they  were  real 
havannahs.  She  imported  them  herself,  and  never 
offered  them  to  her  friends  till  they  had  been  in  her 
house  three  years  !  ' 

This  was  too  good  an  offer  to  be  refused,  and  I 
allowed  myself  to  be  persuaded  without  any  further 
pressure. 

The  baroness  went  to  a  beautiful  inlaid  old  cabinet, 
opened  it  with  a  golden  key  that  hung  from  her  chain, 
and  produced  a  box  of  magnificent  havannahs,  which 
regularly  perfumed  the  room  when  she  took  off"  the 
cover.  They  were  giants.  I  almost  staggered  at  the 
size,  and,  as  I  ventured  to  say,  the  strength,  but  she 
assured  me  that  was  not  the  case.  They  were  regalias, 
they  were  five  years  old,  they  were  just  in  their  prime  ; 
the  flavour  improved  while  their  strength  decreased 
every  year.  Each  was  done  up  separately  with  a  blue 
ribbon  round  it.  She  examined,  handled,  and  smelt 
them  with  the  eye  and  nose  of  a  real  connoissuese, 
selected  and  presented  me  with  a  splendid  specimen. 

T  2 
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I  was  more  and  more  astonished  as  she  herself 
applied  the  match,  and  I  ventured  to  make  a  polite 
remark  about  fearing  to  taint  her  furniture,  but  I  was 
stopped  by  her  saying  she  had  been  used  to  smoke  all 
her  life,  and  had  not  the  least  objection  to  the  smell, 
or,  as  she  rather  liked  to  call  it,  flavour  in  her  own 
rooms,  provided  her  friends  only  smoked  her  cigars. 

I  began  to  puff,  and  it  certainly  w^as  such  a  cigar  as 
I  had  never  tasted  before,  and  puff,  puff,  as  I  went  on, 
I  did  not  think  any  more  of  the  size,  but  felt  sure  I 
should  enjoy  it  to  the  very  end.  I  expected,  as  1  blew 
my  cloud,  to  see  her  light  one  of  these  beautiful  regalias 
on  the  opposite  chair ;  but  no,  that  was  not  to  be. 
When  she  said  she  had  been  used  to  smoke  all  her  life, 
she  meant  to  the  smell  of  smoke  ;  and  then,  Avhen  she 
saw  I  was  well  into  my  cigar,  and  enjoying  myself,  and 
likely  to  do  so  for  another  hour,  she  told  me  the  whole 
history  of  her  havannahs,  and  her  reason  for  importing 
them.  She  said  she  was  growing  old,  and,  though  she 
liked  society,  she  was  losing  the  inclination  for  going 
out — in  fact,  she  did  not  care  for  the  knitting-parties  of 
ladies,  and  the  gossip  of  the  little  town  ;  but  still  she 
liked  to  hear  all  that  was  going  on  in  the  world,  and 
she  formed  her  little  scheme  of  the  havannahs  to  get 
all  the  chief  men  of  the  different  professions  together 
every  week  in  her  drawing-room.  The  courts  and 
public  offices  were  shut  up  for  a  couple  of  hours  in  the 
middle  of  the  day ;  all  the  cmjjloyes  dined  at  twelve, 
and  resumed  business  at  two ;  all,  as  a  rule,  smoked 
their  pipe,  had  their  cup  of  coffee,  and  talked  over 
things  in  general  from  one  to  two. 

She  was  at  home  once  a  week  at  that  time,  and  sent 
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round  her  card  to  the  ministers,  judges,  and  chief  men 
of  the  place.  The  havannahs  Avere  handed  round  (not 
the  regalias,  Avhieh  she  reserved  for  her  special  friends, 
and  one  of  which  she  gave  me),  but  still  real  havannahs, 
well  kept  and  well  seasoned,  and  one  of  these  and  a 
cup  of  coifee  was  a  sufficient  inducement  to  bring 
a  goodly  party  round  her  every  week,  and  to  keep 
them  employed  for  an  hour,  while  she  had  the  benefit 
of  their  society,  and  of  their  information  and  discussion 
of  politics,  public  and  private,  at  very  little  expense  ; 
and  she  admitted  openly  to  me  she  was  very  glad  to  be 
free,  as  she  was  sure  the  gentlemen  were,  from  all  the 
etiquette  of  ladies,  and  to  be  herself  the  queen,  and 
sole  queen,  amongst  her  male  friends. 

Time  went  on,  and,  as  all  things  come  to  an  end,  so 
did  my  royal,  or,  as  it  deserved  to  be  called,  imperial 
cigar.  I  had  been  highly  interested  by  the  good  lady's 
charming  manners  and  anecdotes,  and  not  a  little 
amused  at  the  ruse  by  which  she  had  detained  me 
a  willing  listener  for  more  than  an  hour  and  a  half, 
during  which  her  tongue,  in  charming  foreign  accent 
and  in  perfect  English,  had  ventilated  her  favourite 
topic  of  her  beloved  royal  pupil  and  our  most  gracious 
Queen. 

The  petite  comedie  was  exceedingly  well  played — the 
first  scene  the  reception  of  the  stranger  and  introductory 
conversation,  the  second  scene  with  the  interlude  of 
the  coffee,  and  the  third  with  its  episode  of  the  un- 
exceptionable havannahs  and  their  weekly  attractions. 

At  last  I  bowed  myself  out,  with  many  thanks  and 
many  apologies  for  the  cloud  and  the  fumes  I  had  left 
in  her  little  elegantly  furnished  drawing-room,  and  Avith 
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every  respect  for  the  distinguished  lady  who  owned  and 
adorned  it.  I  do  not  believe  there  was  a  person,  man 
or  woman,  living  more  justly  proud  of  the  results  of 
her  professional  services,  or  more  grateful  for  the 
return  made  to  her  by  the  Queen  and  the  country,  for, 
as  she  said,  the  very  humble  part  she  was  privileged  to 
take  in  the  training  of  her  august  and  beloved  pupil, 
than  was  the  Baroness  Lehzen. 

There  is  another  high  personage  of  whom  I  would 
venture  to  speak  in  these  reminiscences,  and  I  would  I 
had  an  angel's  voice,  for,  without  that,  I  feel  I  could 
not  describe  the  gentle  dignity  with  which  she  bore  her 
honours,  and  the  deep  humility  with  which  she  bowed 
to  the  Lord  in  her  tribulation ;  and  that  personage  is 
Her  Royal  Highness,  the  then  Crown  Princess,  and 
now  Her  Majesty,  the  ex-Queen  of  Hanover.  I  almost 
fear  to  write  what  I  know,  in  her  lifetime,  but  it  is  the 
truth,  the  simple  truth  as  to  the  character  of  her 
inmost  heart,  which  I  discovered  by  what  may  seem 
the  merest  accident,  and  which,  I  hope  I  may  say 
without  irreverence,  I  think  ought  to  be  '  told  for 
a  memorial  of  her '  in  all  the  world  where  these 
humble  reminiscences  may  be  read. 

I  used  to  lunch  with  the  Crown  Prince  once  a  week, 
to  read  the  result  of  researches  which  His  Royal 
Highness  had  charged  me  to  make,  on  any  subject 
that  interested  him,  and  to  receive  further  orders  for 
the  ensuing  week.  One  day  we  had  a  discussion  on 
the  subject  of  sermons,  English  and  German,  and  the 
Crown  Prince  asked  me  if  I  read  many  of  the  German 
divines.     I  said, 

'  Your  Royal  Highness,  I  used  to  do  so  fram  curiosity 
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w lie  11  I  first  came,  and  also,  as  I  felt  it,  from  duty,  as  I 
had  come  to  live  amongst  them  in  my  present  position 
of  chaplain  to  His  Majesty ;  but  I  read  there,  in  print, 
attested  by  the  names  of  high-appointed,  so-called 
Christian  preachers,  so  much  that  made  me  start,  so 
much  that  almost  made  my  hair  stand  on  end,  so  much 
that  directly  contravened  all  that  I  had  been  taught  to 
believe  orthodox  in  regard  to  the  divinity  of  our  Lord, 
and  comforting  in  regard  to  His  free  grace  and 
full  atonement  for  erring  man,  that,  after  a  while,  I 
completely  gave  up  that  study,  in  fear  and  trembling 
for  my  own  stability.' 

'  Oh  !  '  said  His  Royal  Highness,  '  don't  pass  such 
a  sweeping  condemnation ;  they  don't  all  write  so. 
Have  you  ever  read  Kliefoth's  sermons  ?  The  Crown 
Princess  and  I  like  them  very  much.  They  are  quite 
orthodox.' 

At  that  moment,  the  Crown  Princess  entered,  and 
His  Royal  Highness  said, 

'  INIarie,  have  you  got  your  Kliefoth's  sermons  handy  ? 
I  should  like  Mr.  Wilkinson  to  see  them.' 

She  went  out,  and  came  back  immediately  with  three 
volumes  in  her  hand,  beautifully  bound  in  black  velvet, 
with  golden  crosses  and  edgings.  As  I  took  them,  they 
seemed  to  open,  as  used  books  do,  at  a  particular  page, 
and  that  was  at  a  sermon  upon  the  text,  '  I  am  the 
bread  of  life,'  above  which  was  written,  by  the  Crown 
Princess's  hand  '  Eine  Lieblingspredigt  von  Georg  und 
mir '  (a  favourite  sermon  of  George's  and  mine).  There 
were  passages  lined  and  underlined  two  or  three  times, 
in  some  cases  every  word  was  marked,  intended  for  no 
eye  to  see  (for,  as  all  know,  her  royal  husband  was 
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blind),  but  simply  marked  so  strongly  as  they  struck 
upon  her  own  heart. 

On  turning  over  the  pages,  I  saw  others  marked 
with  date  and  place  of  reading :  '  At  Montbrillaut, 
22nd  August,  '4/:'  'At  the  Ernst-Palais,'  etc.  One 
'  Read  with  her  husband  on  Vater's  Geburtstag ' 
(father's  birthday).  '27th  August,  '48.,  The  text  was, 
'  He  shall  wipe  all  tears  from  their  eyes.'  It  was  lined 
and  interlined  all  the  way  through,  before  one  would 
have  thought  Her  Royal  Highness  had  ever  had  any 
cause  for  tears.  Another  was  headed,  '  Wunderschun,' 
the  subject  of  which  was,  '  Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray.' 

As  I  skimmed  the  book  through,  expressing  my 
interest  in  what  I  saw,  the  Crown  Prince  said, 

'  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  take  the  books  home, 
and  study  them  at  your  leisure  ? ' 

I  felt  sure,  by  his  manner  and  by  his  free  offer  of 
these  books,  he  did  not  know  what  precious  marks 
were  there,  and  how  he  was  handing  ever  the  private 
thoughts  (I  may  say)  of  his  beloved  wife  to  a  stranger's 
judgment.  Of  course  I  said  it  would  be  a  matter  of 
great  interest  to  me  to  search  into  the  pages  which 
their  Royal  Highnesses  (I  found)  made  their  study  and 
delight,  and,  with  the  Crown  Princess's  permission,  I 
would  gladly  avail  myself  of  their  kindness.  I  was  told 
to  keep  the  volumes  as  long  as  I  liked ;  and  I  studied 
them  very  closely,  and  particularly  all  the  parts  evidently 
approved  and  so  strongly  underlined. 

On  taking  them  back,  I  expressed  my  warmest  thanks, 
and  the  deep  interest  with  which  I  had,  by  this  means, 
looked  into  Her  Royal  Highness's  soul,  and  became 
acquainted   with    her    inmost  thoughts.     After    some 
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weeks,  when  again  I  was  at  luncheon,  Her  Royal  High- 
ness came  into  the  room  Avith  these  same  volumes  (as  I 
thought)  in  her  hand,  with  the  identical,  same  binding, 
and,  when  I  opened  them,  Avith  the  identical,  same 
marks  and  notes,  and  in  the  kindest  possible  way  she 
was  pleased  to  say  that,  as  I  had  seemed  so  interested, 
she  begged  my  acceptance  of  the  books,  in  which  she 
had  written  her  name.  I  heard  from  one  of  the  maids 
of  honour  some  time  afterwards  that  Her  Royal  High- 
ness had  sent  expressly  to  Mecklenberg  Schwerin, 
Avhere  Kliefoth  was  Court  chaplain,  for  a  new  copy  of 
the  three  courses  of  his  sermons,  in  the  same  binding 
as  her  own,  that  she  had  employed  herself  for  weeks 
(as  the  maids  of  honour  had  seen),  without  saying  Avhy 
she  Avas  taking  the  trouble,  copying  every  line  and  mark 
from  her  own  private  books,  and  all,  in  the  kindness 
of  her  heart,  to  make  the  present  more  acceptable  to 
me  ! 

Such  condescension  I  can  never,  never  forget.  I 
had  a  great  delight  in  telling  this  story  to  the  present 
Duke  of  Cumberland  and  the  Princesses  Avhen,  Avith 
their  royal  parents,  they  were  staying  in  London  a  few 
years  ago,  and  I  lent  them  the  precious  volumes,  by 
Avhich  I  told  them  they  Avould  see  (and  I  hoped  they 
themselves  Avould  also  learn)  upon  Avhat  foundation  their 
beloved  mother  had  grounded  her  faith,  and  whence  she 
had  derived  her  comfort  and  patience  in  her  after  trials, 
and  had  been  enabled  to  raise  her  thoughts  and  hopes 
above  the  light  afflictions  of  this  world. 

In  the  height  of  her  prosperity,  as  we  looked  upon 
it  at  the  time,  she  seemed,  according  to  the  passages 
underlined,  to  have  had  a  foreboding  of  coming  trials. 


282  .1  FOEEBODiyG  OF  TRIALS. 

for  the  words  that  evidently  struck  upon  her  heart  the 
most  were  those  marked  again  and  again  beneath  and 
at  the  side  referring  to  the  'Prince  of  Peace,'  and  the 
soothing  influence  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  invoked  and 
acquired  by  'fervent  prayer,'  as  she  ,  had  learnt  from 
one  of  her  'favourite  '  sermons,  'Lord,  teach  us  how  to 
pray,'  which  in  her  own  hand  she  had  testified  to  be 
'  wunderschon.' 

My  earnest  prayer,  I  may  be  allowed  to  add,  is  that 
Her  Majesty  may  be  spared  yet  to  reap  much  earthly 
happiness  in  her  children  and  children's  children,  and, 
enjoying  the  peace  at  heart  that  passeth  all  under- 
standing, may  find  her  latter  end  more  blessed  than 
the  besrinnino:. 
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There  is  one  more  'personage,'  I  will  call  him, 
Avhom  I  must  not  pass  over  in  my  reminiscences  of  the 
court  of  King  Ernest,  and  that  was  His  Majesty's  body 
coachman,  Richard,  commonly  called  Lord  Temple. 
His  '  lordship  '  created  more  excitement,  and  was  the 
object  of  more  remarks  from  high  and  low,  than  any  of 
their  Excellencies  the  foreign  ministers,  and  certainly 
he  was  a  greater  thorn  in  the  side  of  the  would-be 
imperious  Controller  of  the  Household,  and  gave  him 
more  trouble  than  all  the  other  members  of  the  royal 
service  put  together  ;  so  he  seems  to  require — perhaps 
he  deserves — a  somewhat  lengthy  memoir. 

He  certainly  was  a  man  of  mark,  and  one  of  the 
notorieties  of  the  place.  He  was  short,  round,  portly, 
and  dignified,  and — when  he  was  on  his  high  box  of 
oflSLce,    with   his  gold -striped  state    livery,    his   three- 
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cornered  cocked  hat,  his  full-bottomed  Avig,  his  silk 
stockings,  broad  plated  buckles  in  his  shoes,  and  large 
nosegay  on  his  breast,  handling  the  ribbons  of  the  four 
magnificent  English  grey  horses,  stiff  and  immovable,  on 
his  hammer-cloth,  absorbed  in  his  duty,  and  looking 
neither  to  the  right  hand  nor  to  the  left — he  was 
pomposity  personified. 

He  had  been  engaged  for  the  king  on  a  job  when 
His  Majesty  came  to  England  for  the  season  in  1843  ; 
his  wages  for  the  short  time  were — well,  I  hardly  like 
to  say  what  I  heard,  but,  I  may  say,  marvellous,  and 
the  king  was  so  pleased  Avith  him  that  he  ofltered  to 
give  him  the  same,  with  lodgings  into  the  bargain,  if  he 
would  come  to  Hanover  and  take  charge  of  the  mag- 
nificent English  '  turn-out '  of  carriage,  harness,  and 
two  teams  of  grand  right  royal  horses  of  about  seven- 
teen hands  high.  The  man  was  well  alive  to  his  own 
interests,  and  saw  plainly  that  he  had  got  the  whip- 
hand,  and  might  drive  his  own  bargain. 

He  had  had  an  inkling  of  German  interference  and 
German  jealousy  during  his  few  weeks'  duty  in  London, 
and  he  insisted  upon  the  agreement  being  drawn  up  very 
distinctly,  stating  wages,  liveries,  perquisites,  and 
house-rent,  with  expenses  of  journey  there  and  back  for 
himself  and  family,  and  he  got  a  special  clause  added 
that  he  was  to  have  sole  charge,  and  be  subject  to  the 
commands  of  the  king,  and  the  king  alone.  The 
contract  was  thus  drawn  up,  and  duly  signed  by  the 
Controller  of  the  Household,  for  the  king,  and  by 
himself  He  soon  found  out,  upon  his  arrival  in 
Hanover,  that  he  had  been  very  provident,  for  they 
began  to  try  to  interfere  with  him  in  every  way. 
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But  he  held  his  oavii  ;  '  he  -\vovilJ  not  be  brow-beaten. 
He  had  got  his  contract.'  They  wanted  to  cut  him 
down  in  all  his  outlays  for  corn,  hay,  and  all  necessaries 
in  stable  and  coach-house.  They  said  they  were 
extravagant.  '  So  they  were,  but  he  couldn't  do  with- 
out them,  if  he  was  to  turn  out  carriage  and  horses  as 
his  royal  master  wished.'  He  told  the  authorities  to 
their  faces  that,  '  If  they  knew  all  about  their  German 
"turns-out,"  they  did  not  know  anytliing  about  English 
ones,  and  he  did,  and  he  knew  the  king  did ;  and,  if 
they  wanted  to  cut  him  short,  he  should  appeal  to  His 
^lajesty,  and  demand  an  audience,  as  by  agreement  he 
was  entitled  to  do.'  Many  would  say  this  was  cool, 
some  perhaps  would  say  impudent,  but  I  do  not  believe 
he  meant  to  be  impudent,  though  no  doubt  he  had  a 
contempt  for  all  German  stable  management.  He 
certainly  was  a  character,  and  his  natural  answers  often 
gave  offence  where  it  was  not  intended.  All  Avere 
jealous  of  his  enormous  pay  and  perquisites. 

The  Master  of  the  Horse,  talking  to  him  one  day, 
said, 

'  Why,  Temple,  you  get  more  than  I  do !  ' 

'Well,'  he  answered,   'that's  not  my  fault.' 

Van  Amburgh  was  once  in  Hanover,  driving  six  and 
eight  horses-in-hand.  Count  Hardenberg,  the  second  in 
the  stables,  said,  in  a  contemptuous  tone, 

'  Why,  Temple,  you  think  so  much  of  yourself,  why 
don't  you  drive  six-  or  eight-iu-hand  1 ' 

The  answer  was,  perhaps  with  some  counter  con- 
tempt in  it, 

'  Why  don't  you  fly  up  in  the  hair  ? ' 

The  king  sent  for  Temple  one  day  in  the  middle  of 
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a  A'ery  cold  Avinter,  •when  His  Majesty  had  not  been 
well,  and  had  not  driven  out  for  some  weeks. 

'How's  this,  Temple,  I  hear  my  horses  look  very 
rough  and  unsightly.     What  have  you  been  doing? ' 

'Well,  sir,  if  they  telled  your  Majesty  that,  they've 
either  telled  your  Majesty  a  lie,  or  they've  made  a 
mistake  between  my  horses  and  my  terrier  dogs.' 

'Well,  well,'  said  the  king,  'let  me  see  them  this 
afternoon.' 

Temple  duly  appeared  at  the  window  (His  Majesty 
lived  on  the  ground  floor).  He  drove  the  six  horses, 
the  two  in  front  with  postillion,  in  a  most  stately 
way,  and  at  a  slow  trot,  up  and  down  the  street, 
and  stopped  before  the  palace.  He  never  turned  his 
head,  but  waited  for  due  criticism,  and  then,  when 
ordered,  drove  away  in  the  same  slow,  stately  style. 
The  horses  looked  magnificent :  coats  as  smooth  as 
in  summer  time,  harness  and  carriage  in  perfection, 
fit  to  drive  up  our  Mall  to  Buckingham  Palace  in 
the  season.  Old  Temple  had  won  his  day.  AVhat 
the  informers  got  I  know  not,  but  I  know  that  Temple 
got  whatever  he  wanted  after  that. 

The  Hof-Marshal  was  always  growling  about  the 
immense  cost  of  Temple  and  his  establishment  every 
time  pay  day  came  round. 

'Contract,'  said  Temple.  'Contract's  a  contract. 
Every  doctor  keeps  his  contract.' 

A  doctor  was,  I  believe,  in  the  lowest  scale  in 
Temple's  idea.  He  judged  by  comparison,  and  by  the 
things  that  came  immediately  under  his  care  and 
observation.  The  stately  old  court  coachman,  with 
his  beautiful  Laurie-carriage,  looked  with  the  greatest 
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contempt  on  the  doctors,    so-called    '  pill-box.'     '  But 
even  a  doctor,'  he  said,   'kept  his  contract!' 

This  grumbling  and  growling  at  the  expense  of 
Temple's  establisment  went  on  for  some  years,  and  at 
last  an  alteration  was  determined  on.  Temple  was 
summoned  to  the  IIof-Marshal's  office,  and  was  told 
that,  as  the  king  went  out  so  seldom,  it  Avas  quite  a 
farce  to  suppose  they  should  continue  to  give  him  so 
many  liveries  every  year.  The  state  coat  alone  cost 
£30.     He  could  not  possibly  wear  them.' 

'  Well,  I  know  that,'  said  Temple  ;  '  but  I  can  sell 
them.' 

'  Then,'  said  the  Hof-Marshal,     '  they  should  reduce 

his  wages.' 

'Contract's  a  contract,'  said  Temple  again. 

'  Oh,  but  we  shall  now  have  a  new  contract ; '  and  one 
was  produced  that  had  been  already  drawn  up,  and 
signed  and  sealed  officially. 

'  As  Temple  would  not  come  to  terms  about  his 
liveries,  his  salary  would  be  reduced  a  hundred  thalers' 
(fifteen  pounds).  '  If  he  did  not  agree  to  this,  the  king 
required  him  now  so  little,  he  Avould  be  sent  back  to 
England.' 

The  paper  was  off'ered  to  him  to  write  the  reduced 
figures,  and  to  sign  his  name.  Temple  was  not  a  bit 
abashed  or  afraid  ;  his  idea  was  that,  as  he  had  been 
seven  years  with  the  king,  and  from  various  tokens 
knew  that  he  had  given  His  Majesty  satisfaction,  his 
salary  ought  rather  to  be  increased  than  reduced  ;  and 
so,  in  the  blank  space  on  the  i)aper  handed  to  him,  he 
inserted  fifty  thalers  more  than  he  had  before,  signed 
.  his  name,  and  gave  it  back.     He  told  me. 


288  'J/F  TERRIER  DOGS.' 

'  You  should  have  seen  their  faces,  sir  ;  they  scuttled 
about  from  one  to  another,  laid  their  heads  together, 
and  bolted  out  of  the  room  and  back  again,  like  rabbits 
in  a  burrow.' 

They  told  him  it  was  impertinence,  and  that  he  should 
pay  the  penalty ;  and  they  did  lay  the  matter  before 
the  king,  but  they  got  a  rap  on  the  knuckles.  Their 
constant  stories  against  Temple,  Avhich  had  culminated 
in  the  rough  horses,  had  been  appreciated  by  the  king 
at  their  proper  value,  and  now  His  Majesty  would  not 
listen  to  a  word. 

'They  were  not  to  bother  him,  they  were  not  to 
interfere  with  Temple,  but  to  let  him  have  his  own  Avay, 
and  be  answerable  for  his  own  duty.' 

And  so  he  did  have  his  own  way,  and  chuckled,  as 
may  be  supposed,  over  his  increased  salary. 

'I  kiiow'd  enough,'  he  said  to  me;  'no  English 
gentleman,  let  alone  the  king,  would  cut  a  man  short 
after  seven  years.  My  terrier  dogs  has  done  for 
them.' 

All  these  stories  got  about,  and  Temple  w?s  a  lion 
of  the  place.  The  Grand  Duke  Constantine  of  Russia 
and  his  wife,  sister  to  the  then  Crown  Princess  of 
Hanover,  were  staying  with  their  relatious,  and  heard 
the  different  tales,  and  reported  them  to  the  Empress 
when  they  got  back  to  St.  Petersburg.  Shortly  after- 
Avards,  Her  Majesty  paid  a  visit  to  Hanover,  and 
Temple,  the  king's  own  body  coachman,  with  his  six 
magnificent  English  greys,  was  deputed  to  drive  Her 
Majesty  about.  When  the  Empress  left  Hanover, 
amongst  the  many  presents  that  were  distributed  to 
the   Court   personages   who   had  been   in   attendance 
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upon  Her  ISIajesty,  a  gold  snuff-box  was  ordered  to  be 
given  to  Temple,  and  the  special  instruction  to  tlic 
Hof-iMarshal  was  to  deliver  it  himself,  and  to  report 
to  Her  Majesty  whatever  remark  Temple  made  upon 
it.  So  he  was  duly  summoned,  and  Her  Majesty's 
most  gracious  present,  extraordinarily  valuable  to  such 
a  man,  was  handed  to  him  in  the  Empress's  name.  He 
took  it,  and  he  looked  at  it,  top  and  bottom,  opened 
it,  shut  it,  shook  his  head,  and,  looking  at  the  Hof- 
Marshal,  said,  after  a  short  silence, 

'  Well,  I  thank  you,  and  I  thank  the  lady.  I  know'd 
she  were  a  good  'un  the  moment  I  clapped  eyes  on  her.' 

This,  I  know,  was  duly  reported  at  St.  Petersburg, 
and  caused  no  little  amusement.  To  show^  his  grati- 
tude, and  to  celebrate  this  event  in  his  life.  Temple, 
immediately  he  had  handed  his  horses  to  the  under- 
grooms,  went  to  the  Royal  Hotel  and  ordered  the  best 
dinner  they  could  give  him.  It  was  about  three  p.m., 
not  a  time  for  any  one  to  dine.  Tahlc-d'hcte  was  at 
one  and  five,  and  probably  ninety  times  out  of  a 
hundred,  if  not  oftener,  the  room  would  have  been 
empty  at  that  hour,  and  Temple  would  have  been 
'  alone  in  his  glory  ; '  but  as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  this 
day,  just  as  he  Avas  in  tlic  middle  of  his  third  or  fourth 
course,  and  had  got  into  his  second  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne, in  came  his  chef,  the  iNlaster  of  the  Horse,  to 
have  his  dinner,  which  he  had  sent  his  servant  to  order, 
and  one  may  conceive  the  disgust  of  the  proud  count 
to  find  the  coachman  at  the  head  of  the  very  table 
where  his  '  convert '  was  laid. 

Certainly  it  was  out  of  place  for  the  coachman  to  do 
the  gentleman  as  he  did  at  the  hotel,  even  upon  such 
an  extraordinary  occasion,  which  he  wished  to  celebrate 
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in  the  most  worthy  way,  and  so  show  his  gratitude 
loyalty,  and  devotion  to  the  Empress,  for  which  he 
could  not  devise  anything  better  than  a  good  'blow 
out '  to  himself,  and  Her  Majesty's  health  in  continued 
glasses  of  champagne  ;  and  no  doubt,  strictly  speaking, 
if  he  paid  his  money,  he  had  as  much  right  there  in  the 
public  room  as  Count  Platen.  His  coolness  would  not 
perhaps  have  led  him  there  to  challenge  such  a  meet- 
ing, but  being  there,  and  having  got  a  certain  quantity 
of  exhilarating  champagne  on  board,  he  was  not  likely 
to  budge,  and  he  did  not  budge  before  the  great  man 
of  his  department.  He  coolly,  in  dignified  silence,  ate 
on  and  drank  on,  and  the  great  man  himself  was  the 
one  to  give  way,  and  walk  out  in  disgust  to  get  his 
dinner  elsewhere. 

I  always  liked  old  Temple,  and  believe  him  to  have 
been  a  thoroughly  honest,  straightforward  John  Bull. 
Of  course,  I  could  not  approve  or  back  him  up  in  his 
rough  and  peculiar  manner  to  '  them  furrincrs,'  as  he 
called  them,  with  whom,  he  said,  you  could  only  deal 
in  one  way,  if  you  wished  to  hold  your  own,  as  they 
were  always  trying  to  come  down  upon  you  in  one  way 
or  other.  As  regards  his  English  friends,  he  was  most 
hearty,  and  in  his  family  most  kind.  He  was  very 
little  of  a  scholar,  but  in  his  attendance  at  our  chapel 
very  regular  and  attentive.  To  me,  as  chaplain,  he 
was  most  deferential.  He  was  always  quite  distressed 
when  I  visited  him  that  he  could  not  get  me  to  take 
a  glass  of  his  ale,  'Extra  London  particular,'  of  which 
he  kept  a  barrel  in  his  room,  not  the  clear  and  light 
'  Bass '  of  these  degenerate  days,  but  dark,  strong, 
substantial,  creaming  stuff  that  would  almost  hold  a 
spoon  upright. 
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I  freely  admit  that  I  should  have  wished  to  try  a 
glass  very  much,  but,  upon  principle,  I  always  paid  my 
visits  after  luncheon,  when  I  had  a  good  excuse  for  not 
taking  anything  between  meals,  and  so  I  did  not  risk 
the  chance  of  some  kind  friend  seeing  and  carrying 
away  an  evil  report  of  the  chaplain  and  coachman  hob- 
nobbing together.  Some  thought,  particularly  among 
the  Germans,  and  delighted  to  say  what  they  thought, 
that  Temple  drank  hard.  I  grant  that  no  doubt  he 
imbibed  a  good  deal.  His  body  and  face  told  the  tale 
but  it  was  not  'drinky  for  drunky,'  as  the  nigger  said. 
The  fact  that  no  charge  of  drunkenness  was  ever  made 
against  him  speaks  for  itself  It  would  have  been  a 
real  pleasure  for  any  one  of  them,  from  the  Hof-Marshal 
down  to  the  lowest  groom,  to  have  caught  him  tripping 
in  that  way ;  but  they  never  did,  for  the  sole  reason 
that  he  never  did  drink  to  excess. 

I  remember  catching  him,  one  hot  summer's  day,  fast 
asleep  after  his  dinner,  with  an  unfinished  glass  of  his 
creaming  ale  on  the  table.  He  was  lying  back  in  his 
arm-chair,  with  his  hands  clasped  across  his  stomach, 
his  pockethandkerchief  over  his  head  to  keep  the  flies 
ofl",  sound  as  a  top,  with  a  Pickwickian  smile  upon  his 
face.  He  was  a  picture ;  he  looked  like  Bacchus  him- 
self, not  in  the  airy  costume  in  which  the  god  is  painted 
sitting  across  a  barrel,  but  as  he  would  have  looked  in 
coachman's  undress.  But  old  Temple  was  no  more 
drunk  than  I  was.  It  was  very  hot  weather.  He  bad 
taken  his  royal  master  an  early  drive  ;  he  had  come 
home  to  his  usual  good  dinner  ;  he  had  taken  his  usual 
quantum  of  '  London  extra  particular,'  and  he  was 
doing  what  numbers  of  his  betters  did  before  and  after 
liin^ — lie  was  taking  a  very  comfortable  snooze  after  his 
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(lay's  work.  And  work  it  was— real  manual  labour,  as 
I  can  testify,  having  seen  his  distorted  fingers  quite 
wrested  from  their  natural  shape  by  constant  driving  of 
four  great  horses  (two  at  least  pullers),  when  they  had 
to  be  kept  at  a  slow,  stately  trot,  let  alone  the  anxiety 
of  mind  to  do  all  as  it  ought  to  be  done  ;  to  brave  the 
remarks  of  the  passers-by,  and  to  please  the  Royal 
critic  inside  the  carriage.  All  this  strain  upon  body 
and  mind  gave  good  reason  for  courting— particularly 
on  a  very  hot  day,  and  after  a  good  and  probably  heavy 
dinner — 'Nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep.' 

They  used  to  say  of  old  Temple  that  he  was,  '  ]\Ior- 
gens  ein  Bier-fass,  Abends  ein  Fass-bier '  (a  beer-barrel 
in  the  morning,  and  a  barrel  of  beer  in  the  evening  ;) 
and  I  do  not  question  the  appropriateness  of  the  simile  ; 
indeed,  I  think  it  was  very  good,  but  I  maintain  the 
beer  he  imbibed  did  not  make  him  in  any  way  a 
drunkard. 

Poor  fellow !  a  sad  affliction  fell  upon  him,  which 
he  never  got  over,  that  was  the  loss  of  his  good  wife. 
It  is,  of  course,  the  heaviest  blow  that  a  man  can  suifer 
anywhere,  but  it  is  doubly  sad  to  be  left  all  alone  in  a 
foreign  land,  where  the  language  is  strange  and  friends 
are  few.  Of  course  I,  as  chaplain,  had  to  perform  the 
funeral  ceremony.  A  few  days  afterwards,  old  Temple, 
in  deep  mourning,  called  upon  me.  He  was  very  much 
upset,  and  evidently  had  something  on  his  mind  which 
he  found  a  difficulty  in  expressing,  for  he  stood  there 
for  a  few  moments  in  silence,  and  then  turned  his  hat 
round  and  round,  and  looked  mournfully  into  it,  and 
brushed  it  with  his  hand,  and  at  last  he  got  out,  though 
stammering, 

"  I've  called,  sir — I've  called,  sir — as  I  wish  to  ask — 
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and  don't  like  to  put  it  off — what  I've  got  to  pay  you 
for  that  ere  job.' 

'  Oh,'  I  said,  '  nothing  of  course.  I  have  no  fees, 
Temple  but  I  remember  now  I  am  in  your  debt,  and  I 
must  ask  you  Avhat  I  have  got  to  pay  for  the  two  pots 
of  ointment  you  made  me  for  my  horse's  cracked 
feet  ? " 

'Oh,'  said  Temple,  'Lord  bless  you,  sir,  don't 
mention  it — nothing,  sir,  nothing — ^"one  good  turn 
deserves  another  all  the  world  over."  ' 

I  am  sure  he  meant  nothing  disrespectfal,  for  he  was 
dotingly  fond  of  '  his  old  Avomau,'  as  he  called  her  ; 
but  one  could  not  help  thinking  it  was  a  queer /« mi  dc 
parler. 

Poor  old  fellow  1  the  loss  of  his  wife  and  the  changed 
condition  of  his  now  solitary  home  completely  crushed 
him.  He  never  held  up  his  head  again.  He  had 
nothing  to  do.  The  king  was  very  ill,  I  may  say  dying  : 
at  least,  it  was  the  beginning  of  the  end.  His  jNIajesty 
never  Avent  out,  and  so  Temple  never  went  out.  His 
life  was  a  blank.     His  spirit  was  gone. 

'  The  Germans,'  he  said,  'might  now  do  ^\hi\t  they 
liked  with  him.  They  might  dock  his  state  coat  and 
cocked  hat;  they  might  cut  down  his  wages — yes, 
knock  him  down  with  a  feather.  It  was  all  up  Avith 
him.' 

Eating  and  drinking  became  the  only  order  of  the 
day.  Beef,  beef,  beef,  ale,  ale,  ale,  three  times  at 
least,  and  an  extra  glass  Avhen  a  friend  came  in.  With 
his  noAV  sedentary  life,  it  quickly  had  effect.  Surfeit 
brought  on  fcA'er,  and  there  was  soon  little  doubt  abou'- 
the  issue.  The  pompous,  quiet  old  fellow  became  so 
restless  that,  as  he  said,   '  Whereas  he  used  always  to 
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sleep  stunning,  he  now  pawed  the  ground  and  kicked 
all  night,  and  felt  as  if  he  could  gnaw  the  wall.  Lor, 
sir,'  he  said,  '  how  one  does  change !  Why,  formerly 
I  never  touched  water,  leastwise,  since  T  earned  wages. 
I  scarcely  remember  what  it  tasted  like.  The  very 
sight  of  naked  water  gave  me  the  shudders  ;  and  now 
this  fever  comes  on,  and  I  drink  buckets.' 

Well,  his  bucket  was  almost  kicked. 

These  were  his  last  words — on  earthly  matters. 
What  his  last  words  were  on  another  solemn  subject  is 
no  business  of  any  one.  I  was  quite  satisfied.  Ignorant 
as  he  was,  I  believe  he  acted  according  to  his  light. 
As  long  as  he  had  health,  he  came  regularly  to  church 
every  Sunday,  to  hear  what  I  endeavoured  to  teach  him 
of  the  'only  foundation  that  man  can  lay.'  If  he  only 
knew  little,  we  know  that,  '  not  according  to  what  a 
man  hath  not,  but  according  to  what  he  hath,  shall  he 
be  judged." 

I  commended  him  to  God,  who  judge th  righteously. 
I  shook  his  burning  hand,  and  took  my  leave ;  and  I 
am  sure,  by  his  look,  he  felt,  as  I  did,  that  we 
should  meet  no  more  in  this  world.  Even  so  it  was. 
When  I  went  to  see  after  him  in  the  morning,  I  found 
him  'asleep,'  as  I  believe,   'in  Jesus.' 

I  had  to  do  the  same  'job,'  as  he  called  it,  for  him 
that  I  had  done  for  his  wife. 

He  certainly  was  a  character,  and,  in  spite  of  his 
ignorance  in  book  learning,  a  very  shrewd  one  in  the 
way  of  the  world. 

He  made  his  mark  in  Hanoverian  history — the  first 
and  the  last  of  the  Temples! 
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THE  king's  last  ILLNESS — DEATH  APPARITION — ANOTHER  APPARI- 
TION— PRACTICE   WITH    GERMAN    CHAPLAIN — FUNERAL — KING 

OF  Prussia's  remarks. 

The  old  king  was  very  ill,  and  it  was  plainly  only  a 
question  of  time.  One  morning  I  was  summoned  to 
the  palace,  and  I  found  the  senior  German  court 
chaplain  there.  We  were  to  perform  our  several 
duties.  His  Majesty  seemed  scarcely  conscious,  in 
fact  seemed  to  make  no  sign  of  acknowledgment 
during  the  German  prayer.  I  think  he  seemed  quite 
aware  of  what  was  going  on  when  I  offered  the  Lord's 
prayer,  slowly  and  distinctly ;  and  I  hope  he  under  - 
stood  afterwards  the  last  solemn  words  of  our  church, 
commendatory  of  the  soul  at  the  point  of  departure. 

We  took  our  leave,  and  the  family  remained  alone 
to  watch  the  last  breathing  out  of  the  spirit  on  its 
return  to  God,   who  gave  it. 

In  the  early  morning  the  bells  tolled  out  the 
announcement  of  the  Monarch's  death.     My  wife  said, 

'  Listen,  the  old  king  is  gone.' 

I  said  I  knew  he  had  passed  away,  for  I  had  just 
seen  him.  He  had  appeared  at  the  left  side  of  my  bed, 
in  the  very  white  jacket  in  which  I  had  seen  him  lying 


296  '  THE  OLD  KING  IS  GONE.' 

in  his  illness.  He  paused  a  moment  or  two,  looking 
upon  me  "with  a  pensive  air,  then  slowly  moved  towards 
the  bottom  of  the  bed,  and  suddenly  disappeared.  It 
was  broad  daylight,  and  I  am  convinced  I  was  as  really 
awake  as  I  am  while  writing  these  lines. 

I  am  no  believer  in  ghosts  or  spirits.  Let  others 
explain  this,  if  they  can.  I  state  the  fact,  and  main- 
tain what  I  saw,  or  thought  I  saw,  with  my  own  eyes 
when  awake.  My  idea  is,  it  was  an  optical  illusion. 
My  mind  was  absorbed  in  what  I  had  seen  and  done, 
and  I  saw  this  with  my  mind's  eye. 

I  mentioned  the  fact  to  my  mother,  and  she  said  she 
once  had  the  same  sort  of  remarkable  vision.  She 
never  mentioned  it  to  us  as  children,  nor  when  we 
grew  up,  as  she  did  not  wish  to  put  such  mysterious 
and  inexplicable  ideas  into  our  heads  ;  but  she  told  the 
fact  immediately  to  my  father.  In  the  early  morning 
of  the  eighteenth  of  June,  1815,  when,  as  she  affirmed, 
she  was  wide  awake,  she  distinctly  saw  in  her  bed-room 
a  young  officer,  a  near  connection,  in  whom  she  and  all 
the  family  Avere  intensely  interested,  because  he  had  in- 
sisted in  going  to  join  his  regiment,  then  in  Belgium, 
when  it  was  well  known  our  army  must  come  into  im- 
mediate collision  with  Napoleon's  victorious  masses. 

The  young  officer,  quite  a  boy,  had  been  engaged  in 
the  unfortunate  expedition  to  New  Orleans  against 
General  Jackson,  and  on  the  .Srd  of  January  of  that 
year,  when  the  English  attack  on  the  defences  was  so 
disastrously  repulsed,  he  was  badly  wounded,  and  had 
both  arms  shot  tlirough. 

He  had  returned  to  England  with  his  regiment, 
which  was  immediately  forwarded  to  Brussels ;  but,  as 
he  still  had  both  arms  on  a  pillow^,  and  w^as  quite  help- 
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less,  lie  Tvas  not  permitted  to  join.  After  a  month  or 
so,  when  he  got  rid  of  his  sling-cradlc  and  pillow,  and 
could  just  hold  a  sword,  he  reported  himself,  and 
received  permission  to  go  to  his  regiment.  All  his 
relations  and  friends,  seeing  that  the  high-spirited  boy, 
as  they  called  him,  was  still  very  weak,  and,  as  they 
considered,  utterly  unfit  for  duty,  were  exceedingly 
anxious  about  his  welfare,  and  this,  in  fact,  was  their 
one  absorbing  idea,  sleeping  or  waking.  It  was  the  idea 
that  made  my  mother  think  she  saw  her  young  relation 
in  the  early  morning  of  that  18tli  of  June,  1815,  on 
which,  as  every  one  knows,  Avas  fought  the  battle  of 
Waterloo. 

My  mother  immediately  told  her  husband  what  she 
had,  as  she  thought,  seen ;  and  when  the  despatch 
came,  a  few  days  later,  with  the  account  of  that  great 
victory,  and  a  list  of  the  gallant  lives  sacrificed,  the  first 
name  that  met  her  eye  Avas  that  of  this  young  officer, 
and  further  details  shortly  afterwards  brought  the  news 
that  he  had  been  shot  through  the  head  on  the  first 
collision  with  the  enemy,  about  daybreak  1 

x\ll  due  preparations  were  made  for  the  king's  fune- 
ral, and  I  got  a  letter  from  the  second  German  court 
chaplain,  who  was  to  take  his  part  in  the  ceremony,  to 
ask  if  I  would  meet  him  at  the  mausoleum  to  ^?raci!i%  ! 
I  was  to  read  the  simple  and  beautiful  service  of  our 
Prayer-Book,  and  he  was  to  follow  me  with  the  custo- 
mary fi'ee  discourse,  according  to  his  discretion. 

I  explained  that  I  had  nothing  to  practise,  but  I  w^as 
told  there  were  various  matters  to  arrange  which  could 
only  be  settled  on  the  spot.  So  I  met  my  reverend 
brother  at  the  time  appointed.  He  asked  me  to  come 
on  the  step  of  the  altar  Avith  him,  and  then,  throwing 
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out  his  arms  like  a  swimmer  preparing  to  swim,  he 
found  he  would  just  have  hit  me  a  backhander  on  the 
nose  had  we  not  had  a  practice.  He  said  he  must  have 
room  to  gesticulate,  and  he  kept  opening  and  flapping 
his  hands  back,  before  which  I  receded  inch  by  inch, 
till  I  got  to  the  very  extremity  of  the  step,  when  he 
found  my  nose  could  no  longer  be  reached ;  then,  with 
a  shout  loud  enough  to  frighten  all  the  spiders  into 
their  holes,  he  began  halloaing  and  howling  in  order 
'  to  try  his  voice,  and  test  the  acoustic  properties  of  the 
building.' 

When  the  appointed  day  came,  I  went  through  my 
simple  work  in  the  presence  of  the  King  of  Prussia,  and 
numerous  other  royal  personages  and  their  suites,  and 
there  certainly  was  deep  and  general  attention,  as  there 
always  is  when  any  dead,  high  or  low,  are  committed 
to  the  ground,  earth  to  earth,  ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to 
dust,  with  those  solemn  tones  of  scriptural  comfort 
proclaiming  the  '  sure  and  certain  hope  of  the  resurrec- 
tion to  eternal  life  through  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ.' 

My  reverend  colleague  then  began  his  long,  impas- 
sioned harangue,  during  which  there  was  a  marked 
restlessness  amongst  the  audience,  who,  I  am  sure,  did 
not  think  tltat  the  proper  time  or  place  to  sing  high  the 
political  merits  of  the  deceased  Monarch.  In  fact,  it 
seemed  to  me  that  the  King  of  Prussia  made  this 
plainly  apparent,  for  His  Majesty  did  not  say  a  word  to 
the  German  chaplain,  but  came  to  me  and  expressed, 
in  perfect  English,  his  heartfelt  appreciation  of  our 
simple,  solemn,  scriptural  '  order  for  the  burial  of  the 
dead,'  and  only  wished  they  had  the  same  for  high  and 
low,  rich  and  poor,  without  any  respect  of  persons. 
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Upox  the  demise  of  King  Ernest,   I  believe  a  great 
man  had  fallen  in  Hanover. 

I  do  not  pretend  to  trench  upon  the  province  of  the 
historian,  or  to  presume  to  give  a  political  sketch  of 
my  royal  master.  I  will  only  state  a  few  things  that  I 
know,  that  I  heard  with  my  own  ears  and  saw  with  my 
own  eyes.  Reforms  were  introduced ;  laws  were 
amended  :  unequal,  not  to  say  unjust  privileges  of  the 
nobles  were  curtailed  ;  railways  were  promoted,  begun, 
and  finished ;  a  new  town  was  built  ;  thousands  upon 
thousands  were  attracted  to  the  place.  Ministers, 
Plenipotentiaries  from  all  the  great  powers,  and  from 
many  of  the  smaller  ones,  were  accredited  to  the  Court ; 
money  circulated  ;  trade  was  brisk  ;  manufactories 
were  established ;  commerce  increased ;  large  shop- 
fronts  were  daily  extended  ;  plate-glass  windows,  a  sure 
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proof  of  prosperity,  were  everywhere  introduced : 
Avhereas,  in  the  old  time,  nothing  of  the  sort  had  been 
seen.  A  magnificent  theatre  was  planned  and  com- 
menced ;  many  thousands  of  pounds  sterling  were 
contributed  by  the  king  from  the  privy  purse,  to 
attract  the  very  first  artistes  of  all  countries,  and  to 
please  his  subjects,  by  enabling  them  to  see,  and  hear, 
and  judge,  and  enjoy  the  finest  dramatic  and  operatic 
talent  of  the  world  at  a  very  small  price  ;  in  fact,  pros- 
perity was  evident  everywhere,  and  no  town  in  Europe 
seemed  more  flourishing,  no  people,  as  far  as  one  could 
see,  more  thriving  and  happy;  but  still  the  troublous 
times  came  on. 

The  tide  of  democracy,  not  to  say  revolution,  surged 
over  Austria  and  Prussia  and  many  of  the  minor  states 
of  Germany.  Hanover  was  threatened,  and  by  degrees 
was  drawn  into  the  vortex.  Democratic  clubs  were 
established  ;  tumult  and  turmoil  were  rife  in  the  streets 
during  the  whole  of  1848.  The  troops  were  always  on 
the  alert,  though  it  never  came  to  actual  bloodshed.  I 
saw  the  mob  smash  the  windows  of  the  Minister  of 
Justice.  I  lived  close  by,  and  went  out  to  watch  the 
proceedings.  There  was  no  danger  for  me  at  the  corner 
of  the  street,  almost  at  my  own  door.  Not  a  soldier  or 
policeman  was  to  be  seen.  The  roughs  had  it  all  their 
own  way.  Shouts  of  derision  followed  every  successful 
crash  of  glass.  The  minister  and  his  servants  did  well 
not  to  show  their  faces,  for  the  execrations  of  the 
'  many-headed '  showed  pretty  well  what  they  might 
have  done  in  their  excitement. 

The  next  evening,  at  dusk,  a  guard  of  Land-gend- 
armes was  drawn  up  before  the  house.  The  mob 
assembled,  and  pelted  over  their  head,  often  hitting 
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the  commandant  and  his  men,  and  broke  every  pane 
that  Avas  left,  to  tlie  shonts  of  delight  from  all  the 
ragged  urchins  of  the  town.  The  old  colonel  drew  '  his 
martial  cloak  around  him,'  turned  up  his  collar,  and  sat 
immovably,  perhaps  not  insensibly,  with  his  back  to 
the  stray  missiles.  Bang  came  a  stone  upon  the  helmet 
of  one  of  his  men,  followed  by  a  roar  from  the  crowd  ; 
and  the  soldier  fell,  stunned,  upon  one  of  his  comrades. 
Still  the  old  colonel  moved  not.  He  seemed  paralysed, 
and  afraid  to  act.  I  believe  there  would  soon  have 
been  some  dire  disaster  from  the  excitement,  if  not 
murder,  for  there  were  plenty  of  stones  at  hand ;  but 
at  that  moment  one  of  the  King's  aides-de-camp,  with 
six  of  the  body-guard,  came  rattling  down  the  street, 
and  the  mob,  not  knowing  what  might  be  behind  them, 
bolted  like  stricken  sheep. 

I  retreated  at  once  to  my  balcony,  and  watched  the 
issue  of  the  '  emeute.'  The  great  part  of  the  roughs 
rushed  through  the  promenades  and  gardens,  where  the 
cavalry  could  not  follow,  on  account  of  the  ornamental 
chains ;  but  the  one  aide-de-camp  and  his  six  men 
galloped  '  in  hot  haste '  along  the  main  street,  with 
tremedous  rattle,  after  the  flying  hundreds. 

No  swords  were  drawn,  nor,  in  fact,  did  the  mob 
stop  to  look.  No  doubt  they  thought  a  whole  battery 
of  artillery  was  close  upon  them,  and  that  every 
moment  they  might  be  mowed  down  by  a  discharge  of 
grape.  Under  my  window,  the  aide-de-camp,  who  led 
the  way,  came  up  with  a  knot  of  fugitives,  drew  up  his 
horse  on  its  haunches  when  in  the  midst,  pulled  up 
its  head  suddenly,  and — by  accident,  or  purpose — 
knocked  a  few  over  like  ninepins,  and  then  legged  and 
entreated    them  in  the  most  civil  terms  to  go  home. 


302  LIKE  BUSINESS. 

Fortunately,  in  the  dark,  and  not  knowing  what  was 
coming,  they  took  the  hint ;  and  though  a  straggler  or 
two  returned  to  reconnoitre,  the  dash  of  a  single  hussar 
over  the  stones  put  them  to  rapid  flight.  The  next 
morning  all  the  paving  and  loose  stones  were  carted 
away  from  the  streets,  the  chains  were  removed  from 
the  walks  and  gardens,  and  the  whole  space  was  thrown 
open  for  cavalry.  This  looked  like  business,  and  was 
evidently  accepted  as  such. 

In  the  evening,  patrols  paraded  the  streets,  and 
infantry  lined  the  walks.  It  was  close  to  my  house  and 
I  saw  it  all ;  but,  beyond  some  cat-calls  and  whistling, 
the  '  braves '  evidently  thought  discretion  the  better  part 
of  valour,  and,  after  sundry  noisy  execrations,  dispersed 
quietly  to  their  homes. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  the  tattoo  beat  through  the 
streets.  I  went  out  again  to  watch  proceedings  from 
the  distance.  Fifteen  hundred  men  came  on  at  double- 
quick  time,  and  drew  up  in  front  of  the  Royal  Hotel. 
The  commanding  officer  entered  with  his  guard,  and 
brought  out  in  arrest  a  notorious  demagogue — I  forget 
his  name — who  had  just  arrived  by  the  train,  and  from 
whose  breast-pocket  he  had  drawn  a  long  dagger,  which 
he  flourished  before  the  surrounding  crowd,  and  crying, 
'Treason!  treason!'  marched  'the  patriot,'  amidst 
growling  murmurs  off"  to  durance  vile.  Fifteen  hundred 
men  did  the  deed  eff"ectually  ;  two  policemen  might 
have  been  enough,  but  I  believe  the  display  was  very 
judicious. 

Another  day  the  mob  took  possession  of  the  whole 
street  before  the  palace,  before  the  King's  very  windows 
on  the  ground-floor,  to  make  a  demonstration,  and  to 
back  up  their  leaders,  who  were  to  present  a  string  of 
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demands.  This  was  the  last  sort  of  dictation  the  ohl 
King  was  likely  to  submit  to.  Tiie  Prime  Minister  was 
sent  out  to  parley.  An  orderly  was  sent  to  the  barracks 
for  troops  to  clear  the  streets. 

I  happened  to  be  there  when  tlie  Guards  arrived  at 
the  double,  and  with  fixed  boyonets  and  ammunition 
prepared  for  the  Avorst.  Finding  merely  a  quiet  demon- 
stration, the  commanding  officer  halted  his  men,  called 
to  them  to  unfix  bayonets,  and  to  stand  at  ease.  They 
filled  the  whole  of  the  small  open  space  in  the  Holz- 
markt,  and  completely  blocked  the  entrance  of  the  two 
adjoining  streets,  suffering  no  one  to  pass. 

Some  time  elapsed  while  the  officer  went  into  the 
palace  the  back  way  to  report  and  receive  orders  ;  and 
then  '  Attention  1 '  was  called,  the  ranks  were  formed, 
and  they  proceeded  to  clear  the  street,  and  from  behind 
the  iron  railing  of  the  parade  court  I  watched  the 
manoeuvre  with  great  interest.  Muskets  were  shouldered, 
and  the  compact  blue  wave  moved  almost  imperceptibly, 
but  as  irresistibly  as  rolling  lava  down  the  mountain 
side :  the  steady  advance  was  about  one  inch,  instead 
of  thirty,  at  each  step,  and  it  went  on  and  on,  slowly 
and  gradually  pressing  back  the  receding  crowd,  till  the 
whole  space  in  the  front  of  the  palace  was  cleared,  and 
the  strong  fine,  many  deep,  was  drawn  across  to  prevent 
any  entry  from  the  street  on  that  side. 

Just  at  this  moment,  a  royal  carriage,  bringing  the 
Mistress  of  the  Robes  to  attend,  as  usual,  the  early 
dinner  of  the  King,  come  bowling  round  the  corner  of 
the  next  street  into  the  middle  of  the  serried  crowd, 
who  were  in  no  good  humour  at  having  been  out- 
manoeuvred and  driven  back  from  their  position  of 
advantage.     The  coachman  tried  to  drive  through  the 


304  THE  KING'S  MESSAGE. 

jammed  mass  ;  shouting,  howling,  liooting  burst  out,  to 
the  terror  of  the  poor  lady,  and  what  might  have  been 
the  result  God  only  knows,  had  not  a  person,  probably 
a  friend,  caught  hold  of  the  horses'  heads  and  turned 
them  round,  when  the  coachman,  aware  of  his  present 
danger,  flogged  back  as  earnestly  as,  just  before,  he 
had  flogged  on,  and  quickly  disappeared  round  the 
corner. 

I  believe  the  lady,  who,  as  it  was,  had  been  grievously 
insulted,  might  in  a  few  moments  more  have  been 
dragged  out  and  crushed,  and  perhaps  killed  by  the 
excited  mob,  who,  in  such  a  case,  know  not  what  they 
do,  and  the  carriage  might  have  been  overturned,  and 
have  become  the  first  barricade  of  a  revolution.  As  it 
Avas,  the  object  of  their  Avratli  had  escaped,  and  the 
whole  matter  took  little  more  time  in  its  enactment 
than  I  have  taken  to  describe  it. 

The  Prime  Minister  came  out  of  the  palace,  stood  on 
a  chair,  and  took  off"  his  hat,  and  all  pressed  up  to  hear 
him.     He  said, 

'  The  King  was  quite  willing  to  listen  to  any  reason- 
able complaints,  and  to  remedy,  if  possible,  any  proved 
grievances,  but,  if  they  made  demands  upon  him  which 
he  did  not  think  consistent  with  his  honour  to  grant, 
he  should  immediately  pack  up  his  things,  take  the 
Crown  Prince  with  him,  be  off"  to  England,  and  leave 
them  to  their  own  devices ;  and,  into  whose  clutches 
they  would  fall,  they  knew  well.  By  making  this  place 
untenable  for  him,  they  would  have  to  fight  it  out,  or 
bow  submissively  to  Prussia.  The  choice  rested  with 
themselves.  His  JNIajesty  gave  them  twenty-four  hours 
to  think  it  over.' 

Their  leaders  saw  the  full  force  of  this.     The  revo- 
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lution,  which  had  been  on  the  ponit  of  breaking  out 
as:ain  and  asrain — as  it  had  done  in  Prussia  and  Austria, 
and  only  been  crushed  by  bloodshed — was  at  an  end 
from  that  moment.  Tliey  threw  themselves  upon  the 
magnanimity  of  the  King,  and  magnanimously  did  His 
Majesty  meet  them,  by  giving  them  more  than  they  had 
originally  demanded  ;  and  afterwards,  Avhen  the  tide 
had  turned,  and  the  great  powers  of  Austria  and  Prussia 
had  won  their  day,  and  re-established  the  supremacy  of 
the  law,  and  had  retracted  many  of  the  concessions 
they  had  made  in  the  time  of  their  terror  and  weak- 
ness ;  and  when  they  urged  upon  the  King  of  Hanover 
to  do  the  same,  His  Majesty  answered, 

'  He  had  pledged  his  royal  word,  and  it  was  not  his 
idea  of  justice  or  equity  to  retract  that.  What  Avas 
done  was  done,  and  his  ministers  must  act  accordingly.' 

In  this  King  Ernest  stood  forth  as  a  noble  example 
to  his  compeers  ;  but  in  this,  of  all  the  sovereigns  and 
reigning  dukes  and  princes  of  Germany,  I  believe  he 
was  only  followed  by  the  present  Duke  of  Saxe-Gotha. 
All  the  rest,  upon  regaining  the  upper  hand,  retracted 
much,  if  not  everything,  they  had  conceded  under  the 
pressure,  not  to  say  terror,  of  revolution. 

This  conduct  of  the  King  of  Hanover  brought  out  a 
compliment  even  from  one  of  the  reddest  of  the  Red 
Republicans.  I  do  not  exactly  remember  who  it  was, 
but  really  that  matters  little.  It  was  one  of  the 
reddest  of  the  red,  one  who  was  afterwards  shot  or 
exiled.  A  friend  of  mine  was  travelling  on  the  railway 
in  the  same  compartment  with  him  and  some  otlier 
noted  men  of  the  extreme  party,  which  then  seemed  in 
the  ascendant. 

In    dress     and    manner    and    speech    they    openly 
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proclaimed  their  profession,  and  in  most  unmeasured 
terms  they  denounced  their  opponents.  One  by  one  each 
crowned  head  came  in  for  their  anathemas.  When  the 
King  of  Prussia  was  mentioned,  the  cry  was,  '  Ver- 
fluchter  Schurke '  (cursed  rascal)  '  auf  hangen  '  (hang 
him).  Others  came  in  for  terms  almost  as  bad.  When 
old  King  Ernest  was  brought  upon  the  tapis,  the  leader 
stood  up,  bowed — actually  bowed  his  head — and  said, 
'  Fiir  den  nehm'  ich  den  Hut  ab,  er  ist  ein  Mann 
obgleich  ein  Konig.'  (For  him  I  take  off  my  hat ;  he 
is  a  man,  although  a  king.)  This  Avas  the  estimate  in 
which  His  Majesty  was  held  by  his  Hanoverian  subjects, 
who  erected  a  statue  to  his  memory  in  the  railway 
square,  on  which  is  the  following  short  but  beautiful 
inscription  : 

'  ^tm  ITanbfs  0nler, 
Still  ixmts  l^olk.'  * 

This  was  the  estimate  in  which  he  was  held  by  one 
who  knew  him  well,  our  great  old  'Iron  Duke.'  When 
King  Ernest  died,  his  son,  George  V.,  after  dictating 
letters  to  our  Queen  and  all  his  royal  relations,  gave 
me  a  list  of  his  father's  old  friends,  to  whom  I  was 
ordered  to  write.  The  answers  came  to  me,  and  the 
one  from  the  Great  Duke  was  as  follows  : 

'London,  Nov.  22,  1851. 

'Sir, 

'  I  have  had  the  honour  of  receiving  your 
letter  of  the  18th  instant,  written  by  command  of  His 
Majesty  the  King  of  Hanover. 

*  To  the  father  of  the  country,  from  his  faithful  people. 
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'  His  Majesty  does  me  justice  in  believing  that  I  felt 
the  most  intense  interest  and  anxiety  about  the  late 
King,  his  father. 

'  I  had  long  been  honoured  by  his  notice  and  gracious 
favour.  I  sincerely  admired  his  great  talents,  and  the 
services  which  he  had  rendered  to  Germany  and  to  the 
world  ! 

'  I  beg  you  to  present  my  grateful  acknowledgments 
to  His  Majesty,  and  I  entreat  His  Majesty  to  command 
my  services  if  His  ^lajesty  should  at  any  time  consider 
that  they  can  be  of  use  to  him. 

'  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  sir, 
'  Your  most  obedient,  humble  servant, 

'  Wellingto:n'. 

'The  Eev.  Charles  Wilkinson.' 

I  may  add  that  the  other  answers  from  the  Dukes  oi 
Eutland  and  Beaufort,  the  Marquis  of  Londonderry, 
Earl  of  Westmorland,  and  Lords  Strangford  and  Lynd- 
hurst,  etc.,  were  in  the  same  terms  of  respect  and 
veneration  for  their  royal  friend.  I  need  say  no  more. 
I  hope  my  words  are  well  corroborated  that  '  upon  the 
demise  of  King  Ernest,  I  believe  a  great  man  fell  in 
Hanover.' 


X  2 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

BERMOX  PREACHED  IN  THE  PALACE,  NOVEMBER  23RD,  1851,  BEING 
THE  SUNDAY  AFTER  THE  DEATH  OP  HIS  MAJESTY,  KING 
ERNEST  AUGUSTUS. 

'  He  acceptetli  not  the  person  of  princes,  nor  regardetli  the 
rich  more  than  the  poor,  for  they  are  all  the  work  of  His  hands. 
In  a  moment  shall  they  die,  and  the  people  sliall  be  troubled  at 
midnight,  and  the  mighty  shall  be  taken  a-srav  without  hand.' — 
Job  xxxiv.  19-20. 

The  melancholy  and  solemn  event  which  has  occurred 
since  our  last  Sabbath  meeting,  which  has  filled  the 
whole  land  with  gloom,  and  the  signs  of  which  are  now 
so  strikingly  before  our  very  eyes,  leads  us — forces  us 
to  one  subject,  and  that  is  death.  It  is  a  subject  to 
which  human  nature  is  averse  ;  it  presents  itself  to  the 
imagination  clothed  with  terrors,  and  consequently  men 
fly  from  the  contemplation  of  it.  As  a  general  case, 
there  is  nothing  on  which  their  attention  is  fixed  with 
so  much  difficulty.  Riveted  to  present  objects,  deluded 
by  the  flattering  aspect  life  assumes,  proud  of  their 
acquisitions  and  powers,  and  entranced  in  their  joys, 
they  care  not  to  admit  the  mournful,  mortifying  con- 
sideration that  the  scene  in  Avhich  they  are  so  busy 
is  a  fleeting  scene,  its  actors  perishable,  and  all  its 
charms,  and  pleasures,  and  glories  a  vain  and  empty 
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show.  And  vet  there  is  no  lesson  we  are  more 
frequently  called  to  learn,  none  which  the  providence 
of  God  more  impressively  inculcates,  and  which  ex- 
perience teaches  with  such  force  and  such  solemn 
repetition.  Such  is  the  mournful  event  which  the  deep 
tolling  of  so  many  bells  has  announced  daily  during  the 
last  week.     '  In  the  midst  of  life  v:e  are  in  death.' 

The  aged  Monarch  of  this  land  has  been  summoned 
from  this  world.  The  mortal  remains  lie  ready  to  be 
consigned  to  the  tomb,  to  '  return  to  the  dust  from 
whence  they  sprang ' ;  '  the  spirit  has  returned  to  God, 
Avho  gave  it.'  You  have  come  here  with  hearts  attuned 
to  melancholy  contemplation  ;  you  have  come  with 
thoughts  and  eyes  closed  to  all  that  is  commonly 
attractive  and  delightful  in  life :  you  have  come  here 
in  such  numbers  to  seek  a  melancholy  gratification 
in  the  gloom  of  mortality  itself  This  I  cannot  but 
believe,  as  you  have  come  in  such  numbers.  You 
have  not  come,  I  would  fain  believe,  from  curiosity, 
in  the  expectation  of  hearing  in  a  so-called  fnneral 
sermon  a  studied  panegyric  of  the  dead ;  but  you  have 
come,  I  Avould  fain  believe,  with  hearts  open  and  minds 
willing  to  learn  a  lesson  for  yourselves  from  the  present 
dispensation  of  providence,  to  '  consider  your  own  latter 
end,'  to  '  apply  your  hearts  unto  wisdom ; '  and  to 
endeavour  to  draw  your  minds  into  this  train  of 
thought  and  to  fix  them  there  is,  I  conceive,  my 
solemn  duty. 

The  aged  sovereign,  who  is  just  gone  to  his  account, 
lived  in  eventful  times ;  the  providence  of  God  called 
him  to  the  helm  of  the  state  to  face  the  gathering 
storms  of  revolution  ;  there  was  need  of  a  strong  hand 
and  a  stout  heart,  there  was  need  of  foresight,  and 
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judgment,  and  energy  to  steer  clear  of  the  rocks  and 
shoals  and  quicksands,  and  to  bring  the  ship  securely 
through  the  storm. 

There  will  be  those  to  whom  it  will  undoubtedly 
be  a  labour  of  love  to  put  on  permanent  record  the 
aged  pilot's  great  and  noble  qualities,  which,  under 
God's  providence,  were  mainly  instrumental  in  saving 
the  vessel  of  this  state  when  so  many  others  were 
wrecked.  The  historian  will  record  all  this,  the  his- 
torian will  record  the  praise  of  men,  the  homage  paid 
universally  by  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  by  the 
rulers  of  the  people  and  the  representatives  of  the 
people. 

We  witnessed  it  with  our  own  eyes  on  the  memor- 
able occasion  of  the  last  birthday,  and  what  we  then 
witnessed  we  shall  see  recorded  in  the  pages  of  history 
— I  mean,  and  repeat,  the  universal  tribute  of  respect 
and  homage  paid  to  the  judgment  and  wisdom  of  the 
aged  Monarch.  Tliat  I  leave  to  the  historian ;  the 
part  of  the  minister  in  his  official  place,  dispensing 
the  truths  of  God's  immortal  Word,  is,  I  conceive,  too 
solemn  to  be  taken  up  in  the  work  of  a  mere  chronicler 
of  passing  events.  His  duty,  I  conceive,  on  such  an 
occasion  as  the  present  is  of  a  more  holy  character, 
namely,  that  of  warning  to  the  living,  rather  than  praise 
— perhaps  adulation — of  the  dead.  I  would  not  then 
touch  upon  the  task  of  the  historian,  knowing  that 
posterity  will  do  full  justice  to  the  departed  ruler's 
memory.  But  that  which  nearer  concerns  the  holy 
subject  of  religion  it  is  my  duty,  as  Avell  as  my  pleasure, 
to  record. 

The  wisdom  of  the  aged  monarch  Avill  survive,  as  I 
have  said,  as  matter  of  history.     But  how  and  whence 
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was  liis  wisdom  derived?     From  'the  fountain  of  all 
^visdom  ; '  in  answer  to  deep  and  fervent  prayer.     This 
I  can  assure  you  was  the  aged  ^Monarch's  true  feeling, 
this  was  his  humble  acknowledgment.     This  I  happen 
to   know  from   the   following   anecdote   Avhich   I   will 
relate  : — In  a  serious  and  solemn   conversation   which 
the  late  king  held  not  long  since  with  a  countrywoman 
of  ours,*  who  was  ever  admitted  to  his  nearest  con- 
fidence, the  subject  turned  upon  the  Divine  right  and 
the  Divine  protection  of  kings  (it  was  soon  after  the 
providential  escape  of  the  King  of  Prussia  from  the 
hand  of  an  assassin),  and,  together  with  the    Divine 
right  and  Divine  protection,   the  awful  responsibility 
of  kings  was  brought  forward,  when  his  late  Majesty 
declared  that,  so  deep  was  his  feeling  upon  this  point, 
that  he  never  proceeded  to  take  any  single  step  in  the 
settlement  of  the  affairs  of  the  nation  without  earnest 
and  fervent  prayer  for  the  guidance  of  Divine  wisdom  ; 
then,  after  that,  he  acted  to  the  best  of  his  judgment, 
and  he  could  never  help  feeling  his  heart  relieved  from 
a  certain  Aveight  of  responsibility. 

This  anecdote  was  confided  to  me  as  a  clergyman  in 
an  interesting  and  serious  conversation  upon  his  late 
Majesty's  spiritual  state  and  private  devotions,  and  1 
beheve  it  was  confided  to  no  other  living  soul.  I  know- 
it  was  not  even  hinted  at  to  his  royal  son,  for  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  first  communicating  it  to  him,  and  of 
Avitnessing  the  burst  of  gratitude  to  the  Almighty  with 
which  he  received  this  assurance  of  his  royal  father's 
total  dependence  upon  the  direction  of  heavenly 
wisdom. 

*  The  late  Lady  Manningham  Buller  (then  Mrs.  Bankes). 
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I  noted  the  conversation  at  the  time,  and  relate  it 
now  gladly  on  this,  as  it  appears  a  fitting  opportunity, 
as  an  example  for  us,  for  all  to  undertake  nothing  with- 
out prayer. 

Our  business  truly  is  not  of  such  general  importance, 
but  it  is  important  for  ourselves ;  our  own  soul  is  in 
jeojjardy  if  we  do  not  employ  well  the  talents  entrusted 
to  us,  be  they  numerous,  or  be  they  single,  or  be  they 
great,  or  be  they  small ;  in  everything  there  is  need  of 
prayer,  and  be  assured  this  is  a  common  practice  with 
many  and  many,  Avith  all  as  they  advance  in  religious 
attainments. 

It  was  declared  of  the  late  Sir  Robert  Peel,  by  one 
of  the  first  preachers  in  London  who  knew  him  well, 
and  could  vouch  for  the  fact,  it  Avas  declared  publicly 
from  the  pulpit,  on  the  occasion  of  his  lamented  death, 
as  one  great  point  of  panegyric  on  his  character,  that  it 
was  his  constant  and  invariable  practice,  before  leaving 
home  for  the  House  of  Commons,  to  enter  into  his 
closet,  and  there  in  secret  to  supplicate  Divine  counsel 
and  assistance. 

It  was  declared  also  of  and  by  another  great  man, 
eminent  alike  for  his  piety  and  his  wisdom,  a  former 
Chief  Justice  of  England,  Sir  Matthew  Hale  (16/6),  it 
was  declared  by  him  to  have  been  his  j)ractice,  and  the 
blessing  of  God  was  vouchsafed  uj)on  his  practice  of 
secret  prayer.  He  has  left  upon  record  the  following 
valuable  testimony  : 

'  The  secret  direction  of  Almighty  God  is  principally 
seen  in  matters  relating  to  the  good  of  the  soul,  yet  it 
may  also  be  found  in  the  concerns  of  this  life,  Avhich  a 
good  man,  Avho  fears  God  and  begs  His  direction,  shall 
very  often,  if  not  at  all  times,  find.     I  can  call  my  own 
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experience  to  testify  that,  even  in  the  external  actions 
of  my  whole  life,  I  was  never  disappointed  in  the  best 
guidance  and  direction,  when  I  had  in  humility  and 
sincerity  implored  the  secret  direction  and  guidance  of 
Divine  wisdom.' 

Let  us  then  folloAV  these  examples  not  only  imme- 
diately in  religious  things,  but  in  all  things ;  for 
everything  in  this  world  is — or  ought  to  be —  a  matter 
of  religion.  It  is  not  only  a  command  to  the  high  and 
the  mighty,  to  the  rulers  and  princes  of  this  world,  but 
it  is  to  everyone,  even  the  lowliest,  in  his  own  sphere, 
however  humble  :  '  Whatever  ye  do,  do  all — with  prayer 
to  God — in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ ; '  for  to 
Him  all  will  have  to  answer  ;  for  '  all  must  stand  before 
his  judgment-seat,  to  give  an  account  of  the  works  they 
have  done  in  the  flesh,  whether  they  be  good  or  whether 
they  be  evil.'  And  now  a  voice,  as  it  were,  immediately 
from  the  tomb  warns  us  of  our  approach  to  that  same 
condition,  to  that  same  death,  and,  afterwards,  that 
same  judgment ;  and  the  same  solemn  voice  speaks,  as 
it  were,  with  a  hundred  tongues,  being  proclaimed  this 
day,  yea,  and  at  this  minute,  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  land. 

It  is  a  summons  which  the  wildest  and  most  thought- 
less must  have  heard.  Many  a  leaf  falls  noiseless  in 
the  forest,  but  the  oak  is  not  felled  Avithout  a  crash  ; 
and  so  it  is  with  the  summons  to  the  poor  and  humble, 
or  the  high  and  mighty.  Many  a  private  individual 
may  be  called  away,  loved,  w^ept,  and  mourned  truly  by 
the  few  concerned,  but  the  mass  know  it  not,  or  heed  it 
not.  Many  a  private,  humble  funeral  may  pass  you, 
and  you  may  not  notice  it ;  you  may  not  give  more  than 
a  glance  to  such  an  everyday  occurrence — yea,  you  may 
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consider  the  messsge  as  private  as  the  funeral,  and  you 
may  leaA'e  it  to  the  bereaved  family  to  learn,  '  but  when 
the  miglity  are  taken  away,  the  peojjle  are  troubled.' 
The  summons  to  the  sovereign  echoes  throughout  the 
land.  Death  forces  himself  on  our  attention  in  a 
thousand  ways :  in  the  pomp  and  preparations  of  the 
funeral  rites ;  in  the  universal  garb  of  mourning  ;  in 
the  cessation  of  public  amusements ;  in  the  face  of 
sorrow,  and  in  the  general  gloom.  We  luust  thus 
see  him :  he  speaks  too  plainly,  we  onnst  hear  him. 
It  is  such  a  warning,  we  repeat,  which  now  strikes 
us.  The  Lord  hath  shown  that  '  He  accepteth  not  the 
person  of  princes,  nor  regard eth  the  rich  more  than 
the  poor,  for  they  are  all  tlie  work  of  His  hands. 
In  a  moment '  (the  moment  He  decrees)  '  they  shall 
die ;  and  the  people  shall  be  troubled  at  midnight, 
for  the  mighty  shall  be  taken  away  without  hand.' 
The  Lord  hath  thus  spoken.  We  cannot  say  we 
have  not  heard.     Shall  we  not  take  heed  ? 

But  some  may  try  to  escape  the  immediate  point  of 
the  present  warning  by  thinking  of  the  lengthened  days 
of  the  aged  Monarch  who  has  just  gone  from  us  ;  that 
he  hath  died  '  old  and  full  of  years,'  and  is  '  fallen  like 
a  shock  of  Avheat  in  his  season.'  But,  should  such  a 
thought  arise,  none  \viil  presume  upon  it  on  second  and 
better  considerations ;  for  all  know,  and  have  seen, 
the  young,  the  strong,  and  the  healthy  also  fall.  Not 
one  perhaps  can  say  that  his  own  experience  hath  not 
proved  to  hiwi  again  and  again  the  fallacy  and  thought- 
lessness of  the  rich  man's  presumption  who  counted 
upon  his  length  of  life,  and  the  awful  pointedness  of 
the  warning,  '  Thou  fool,  this  night  shall  thy  soul  be 
required  of  thee.' 
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But  supposing  our  life  to  be  prolonged  even  '  to  three- 
score years  and  ten,'  or  even  if  some — by  God's  grace — - 
be  so  strong  as  to  be  spared,  like  the  aged  Monarch  we 
now  mourn,  'to  four-score  years,'  yet  is  even  that  time 
'  but  a  span  long,'  the  same  end  is  certain  ;  however 
strong  our  bodies  may  now  be,  however  vigorous  our 
intellect,  however  high  our  station,  however  mighty  our 
power,  however  light  our  thoughts,  however  gay  our 
lives,  however  brilliant  our  prospects,  '  to  this  same 
complexion  must  we  come  at  last,'  the  darkness  and 
nothingness  of  the  tomb.  '  Dust  we  are,  and  unto  dust 
we  must  return.'  Death  is  God's  appointment  for  all 
here,  high  and  low,  rich  and  poor,  prince  and  peasant, 
one  with  another,  and  after  death  the  judgment  and 
eternity  of  bliss  or  woe,  of  reward  or  punishment. 

There  is,  then — there  can  be — but  one  result  to  any 
such  consideration.  If  we  have  hope  of  reward  after 
death,  and  if  we  have  fear  of  punishment,  Ave  must 
prepare  ourselves  here  to  be  partakers  of  the  one,  and 
to  escape  the  other,  and  prepare  ourselves  so  much  the 
more  as  we  see  and  are  assured  by  every  day's — and 
especially  by  this  day's — sad  experience,  that  our  end 
also  is  approaching,  that  our  summons  may  be  sudden 
this  day,  even  this  night  may  be  said  to  anyone,  'thy 
soul  may  be  required.'  We  must  prepare  ourselves  by 
repentance  for  the  past,  and  faith  shown  in  good  works 
for  the  future  (if  a  future  be  granted  to  us) ;  by  faith 
shown  in  a  strict  observance  of  every  religious  duty 
towards  God  and  towards  man  ;  by  more  earnest  prayer 
and  praise,  and  by  more  constant  attendance  at  the 
Church  service  and  sacraments  ;  by  more  sincere  read- 
ing of  the  word  of  God  in  private,  and  more  devout 
attention  to  it  when  read  in  public  ;    and  by  all  the 
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practical  duties  of  love  and  charity  to  our  neighbours. 
If  we  thus  strive,  and  pray  in  humility  and  faith,  the 
future,  the  end,  the  ai)proach  of  death,  and  eternity 
can  have  no  real  terror  for  us  ;  we  are  not  left  in  any 
uncertainty  as  to  the  result,  we  are  not  left  to  '  perish 
without  hope,'  we  are  not  left  '  to  die  eternally,'  mortal 
as  we  are,  yet,  thanks  be  to  God,  there  is  a  provision 
for  us,  as  immortal,  in  the  everlasting  Gospel ;  let  us 
but  accept  that  provision  and  that  condition,  and  over 
us,  as  immortal,  '  the  last  enemy '  shall  have  no  power. 

The  word  of  God  Avhich  we  read  and  study,  that  word 
which  endureth  for  ever,  declares  to  us  that  there  is  an 
'  inheritance  incorruptible  and  undefiled,  and  that  fadeth 
not  away,'  reserved  in  heaven  for  the  saints.  The  word 
of  God  declares  that  whosoever  shall  seek  for  that 
inheritance  in  the  way  that  is  there  pointed  out,  through 
Jesus  Christ,  shall  become  entitled  to  it  at  once,  and 
ultimately  possess  it — even  eternal  life.  The  word  of 
God  declares  that  no  weakness  and  no  guiltiness  need  be 
a  barrier  between  a  repentant  sinner  and  that  inherit- 
ance, for  that  Christ  is  able  to  save  to  the  uttermost 
all  that  come  to  God  by  him.'  Here,  then,  in  this 
belief,  is  our  victory  over  death  and  triumph  over  the 
grave.  '  The  sting  of  death  is '  truly,  as  the  a])Ostle 
says,  '  sin ;  but,  thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth  us  the 
victory  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.' 

Although,  then,  any  meditation  on  this  subject  of 
deatli,  and  any  striking  instance  of  mortality  like  the 
present,  may  make  us  thoughtful  (and  we  wish  it  may  do 
so  now)  it  need  not  make  us  despondent,  for  the  word 
of  God  hath  spoken  it  (and  the  Avord  of  God  is  true), 
as  sure  as  there  is  a  God  in  heaven,  there  is  also  an 
inheritance  in  heaven  for  the  saints. 
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Let,  then,  the  result  of  this  our  present  meeting  liere 
this  day  and  on  this  sad  occasion  be  that  we  prepare  to 
face  our  God,  and  strive  Avith  prayer  to  make  ourselves 
'  meet,  through  Jesus  Christ,  to  be  partakers  of  this 
inheritance  of  the  saints,'  and  thus  our  humble  '  labour 
Avill  not  have  been  in  vain  in  the  Lord.'  We  cannot  but 
feel  that  the  solemn  event  upon  Avhich  we  have  been 
meditating  may  perhaps  soon  cause  the  breaking  up  of 
this  little  community,  who,  by  his  late  Majesty's  con- 
descension, have  so  long  enjoyed  the  privilege — and 
blessing,  I  am  sure  you  feel  it — of  meeting  together  for 
our  public  worship  in  a  foreign  land.* 

While,  then,  we  are  thus  drawn  to  think  upon  that 
which  may  possibly  be  the  end  of  our  service  and  our 
connection  in  this  world,  let  us  be  thereby  reminded  of 
that  which  will  certainly  be  the  end  of  our  life,  and  let 
the  solemn  voice,  speaking,  as  it  were,  this  day  from  the 
grave,  impress  upon  us  all  '  be  ye  also  ready,  for  in  an 
hour  that  ye  know  not  of  the  Son  of  Man  cometh.'  Let 
us  thus,  every  man,  woman,  and  child  here  present  wlio 
may  have  had  our  thoughts  drawn  to  this  solemn  sub- 
ject for  the  moment,  go  home  and  muse  and  meditate 
on  our  own  latter  end,  and  in  the  prospect  of  it  (it  may 
be,  very  near  prospect  of  it)  so  '  learn  to  apply  our 
hearts  unto  heavenly  wisdom  '  that,  when  our  summons 
shall  really  come,  we  may  receive  it  without  fear,  and 
'depart  in  peace,'  and  rest  in  Jesus,  as  our  hope  in  this 
our  Royal  Christian  brother  doth.  And  then  at  the 
general  resurrection  at  the  last  day  we  may  be  found 

*  T  was  permitted  to  give  tickets  for  His  Majesty's  private 
service  in  the  palace  to  any  English  residents  or  passing  travellers 
without  any  payment  whatever.  A  hussar  with  di^xwn  sword 
paced  up  and  down  at  the  door  all  the  time  to  prevent  intrusion 
or  disturbance. 
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acceptable  in  our  blessed  Saviour's  sight,  and  receive 
that  blessing  which  the  same  well-beloved  Son  of  God 
shall  then  pronounce  to  all  that  have  loved  and  feared 
Him:  "Come,  ye  blessed  children  of  my  Father, 
inherit  the  kingdom  prepared  for  you  from  the 
foundation  of  the  world.' 

God  of  His  infinite  mercy  grant  this  to  all  here 
assembled,  through  the  merits  and  for  the  sake  of  the 
same  Jesus  Christ  our  Mediator  and  Redeemer, 
Amen. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

COME  ON  BUSINESS— VISIT  OF  YANKEE  LAWYER  FOR  PROOF  OF 
KING  ERNEST'S  DEATH— DECLARATION  NOT  SUFFICIENT- 
JOURNEY  TO  LONDON — APPEARANCE  BEFORE  THE  AMERICAN 
CONSUL— FRESH  DECLARATION  MADE  AND  ATTESTED—'  A  FEAT' 
— THE  FEE. 

My  tale  is  told  as  far  as  my  reminiscences  of  the  time 
of  King  Ernest  are  concerned,  but  I  must  supplement 
it  by  an  account  of  a  visit  of  inquiry  which  was  made  a 
few  years  afterwards  in  connection  with  His  Majesty. 

A  Yankee,  an  unmistakable  Yankee,  was  ushered  into 
my  study  one  morning  at  Herrenhausen.  I  had  read, 
'  A  Yankee  is  a  tall,  spare  man,  witli  a  narrow  chest,  a 
long  neck,  and  a  gait  that  is  a  singular  mixture  of  a 
strut  and  a  slouch.  His  complexion  is  sallow,  his 
cheeks  hollow,  his  eyes  'bright  but  sunken,  and  his 
hands  thin  and  terminating  in  long,  taper,  consumptive- 
looking  fingers  of  a  colour  that  exhibits  the  eiFects  of  a 
contempt  for  gloves  or  soap.  His  hair  is  long,  lank, 
and  uncared  for,  while  his  face  is  shaggy  and  his  beard 
untrimmed.' 

It  did  not  require  the  drawling  twang  with  which  lie 
said,  '  I'm  Stubbs  and  Co.,  from  Xew  York,'  to  know 
where  he  hailed  from.     'I'm  come  on  business." 
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'  Pray  take  a  seat,  Mr.  Stubbs.' 

'  I  want  proof,  which  perhaps  you  can  give  me,  that 
King  Ernest  of  Hanover  is  dead.' 

'  Queen  Anne's  dead,  Mr.  Stubbs,'  said  I. 

'  I'm  perfectly  aware  of  that  fact,  sir,'  said  he. 

'  King  George  has  been  on  the  throne  some  years,  and 
is  recognised  by  all  Europe,'  said  I. 

'I'm  perfectly  aware  of  that  fact  too,  sir,'  said  he. 
'  Queen  Anne  may  be  dead,  and  her  descendants  have 
been  on  the  throne.  King  Ernest  may  be  dead,  and  his 
heir  may  be  upon  the  throne  ;  but  I  want  proof,  legal 
proof,  that  King  Ernest  is  dead.  I  represent  the  firm 
of  Stubbs  and  Co.,  who  are  solicitors  to  the  trustees 
of  a  very  large  estate  in  our  country,  belonging  to  the 
heirs  of  a  late  baronet  in  your  country,  deceased. 
King  Ernest,  as  Duke  of  Cumberland,  was  one  of  the 
trustees.  The  heirs  want  to  sell  the  estate,  and,  in 
order  to  carry  this  out,  we  must  appoint  a  new  trustee 
if  the  King  of  Hanover  is  dead.  Of  course  we  want 
legal  proof  of  that  asserted  fact.  Can  you  give  me 
that?     I  hear  you've  been  in  His  Majesty's  service.' 

'Yes,  Mr.  Stubbs,  I  was  His  Majesty's  chaplain  for 
eight  years,  but  what  proof  you  require  I  cannot 
presume  to  judge.  I  saw  His  Majesty  ill,  I  saw  him 
dying,  and  saw  him  dead.  I  was  told  by  one  of  the 
aides-de-camp,  upon  whose  word  I  can  rely,  that  be  saw 
the  throat  of  the  king  cut  from  ear  to  ear,  according  to 
the  instructions  in  His  Majesty's  will,  and  I  buried 
what  I  believed  to  be  the  corpse  of  the  king — in  the 
presence  of  King  George,  his  successor,  of  the  King  of 
Prussia,  of  numbers  of  Royal  relatives,  and  representa- 
tives of  foreign  powers,  as  well  as  a  great  concourse  of 
court  personages — with  the  full  English  funeral  service. 
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ill  the  Mausoleum  at  Herrenhausen,  where  I  believe 
the  body  lies  to  tliis  day.  Is  that  sufficient,  sir ;  is 
that  legal  proof?' 

'  Quite  satisfied,  sir,  quite  satisfied  ;  will  you  be  kind 
enough  to  write  all  that  down  and  put  your  seal  to  it  ? ' 

I  did  so,  and  Mr.  Stubbs  and  Co.  added, 

'What's  to  pay,  sir  ?     I'm  not  afraid  of  your  fee.' 

*  Oh,  I  have  no  fees,'  I  answered. 

'  Well,'  he  said,  '  that's  very  handsome  on  your  part, 
and,  Avhen  you  come  to  New  York,  look  us  up.  All  the 
world  knows  Stubbs  and  Co.,  Broadway.  We'll  do  as 
much  for  you,  if  you  want  it.  Good-day,  sir,  I'm  much 
obliged  to  you.' 

So  we  parted,  and  of  course  I  thought  I  had  done  all 
that  was  required  to  satisfy  even  Yankee  lawyers ;  but 
I  was  greatly  surprised  about  a  year  afterwards  to  get  a 
letter  from  Xew  York  to  say  that  my  declaration,  for 
some  reason  or  other,  had  not  been  satisfactory,  and  to 
ask  whether  I  would  have  the  great  kindness  to  appear 
in  person  in  London  and  repeat  it  before  the  American 
consul.  They  would  not  presume  to  fix  any  particular 
time,  but  hoped  it  might  suit  my  convenience  to  come 
within  three  months  ;  that  they  were  prepared  to  pay 
liberally  for  my  attendance  and  declaration,  including 
all  travelling  expenses.  It  was  just  the  London  season. 
I  had  an  aunt  with  a  comfortable  house  who,  I  knew, 
would  receive  me,  and  so  I  jumped  at  the  offer,  and 
immediately  went  off  to  the  palace  and  laid  the  whole 
matter  before  King  George,  and  begged  for  permission 
to  give  up  the  service  in  the  private  chapel  for  one 
Sunday. 

His  Majesty  was  intensely  amused,  but,  seeing  it  was 
a  matter  of  business  for  the  heu-s  of  a  young  baronet 
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with  whom  he  had  been  personally  acquainted,  most 
graciously  granted  me  the  required  leave  of  absence, 
and  I  started  by  the  mail  train  on  Sunday  night,  and 
arrived  in  London  in  due  course  on  Tuesday  morning. 
Having  duly  reported  myself  to  a  London  firm  according 
to  an  address  given  to  me,  I  was  called  upon  the  next 
morning  and  taken  before  the  American  consul,  where 
I  had  to  repeat  my  statement,  and  sign  the  identical 
declaration  I  had  made  in  Hanover,  and  the  large 
official  seal  of  the  United  States  was  attached,  and  the 
business  was  said  to  be  settled.  I  was  greatly  thanked 
for  my  kindness  in  making  a  personal  attendance  at  the 
request  of  the  firm,  and  then  came  the  questions  as  to 
my  remuneration. 

'  How  long  were  you  coming,  sir,  and  what  did  your 
journey  cost  ?  Of  course  we  pay  first-class,  and  should 
not  have  thought  of  pressing  you  to  come  straight  on 
end,  six  to  seven  hundred  miles,  without  resting  on  the 
road.' 

'  Oh,'  I  said,  '  I  did  not  come  first-class,  and  I  did 
not  stop  on  the  road.' 

'  Of  that,  sir,  we  take  no  account ;  we  reckon  first- 
class — how  much  will  that  be  ?  " 

'About  £15,'  I  said. 

'  We  say  guineas,  sir,  and  one  guinea  for  each  night's 
rest  on  the  road.  Then  we  cannot  expect  you  to  go 
back  immediately.  Supposing  we  reckon  six  days,  at 
two  guineas  a  day — will  that  satisfy  you  ? "  but  before 
I  could  answer,  he  said,  'Supposing  we  say  thirty 
guineas  in  all — will  that  satisfy  you  ? ' 

'  Certainly,'  I  said,  scarcely  concealing  my  more  than 
satisfaction. 

The  cheque  was  drawn  and  delivered  to  me,  and  we 
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parted  the  best  of  friends,  both,  I  believe,  inwardly 
chuckling  at  the  result  of  the  transaction — I,  that  I  had 
done,  as  I  thought,  a  grand  stroke  of  business  ;  and  ho, 
that  he  had  caught  a  flat,  Avho  did  not  know  how  to 
make  his  own  bargain,  for  I  was  told  afterwards  by  a 
professional  friend  that,  in  the  transfer  of  an  estate  of 
such  importance,  for  a  special  journey  of  fourteen 
hundred  miles,  including  sea  voyage,  and  for  my  testi- 
mony and  signature  to  a  deed  considered  necessary,  my 
fee  for  all  trouble  and  expenses  ought  to  have  been  cU 
least  fifty  guineas. 

No  doubt  I  might  have  felt  this  had  I  been  sickly 
and  so  obliged  to  travel  slowly,  had  I  been  a  bad  sailor, 
or  had  I  been  forced  to  put  up  for  a  week  in  a  London 
hotel  durino;  the  height  of  the  season.  But  as  it  was, 
as  I  could  travel  fast,  as  I  was  a  good  sailor,  and  as  I 
put  up  at  my  aunt's  house  and  had  no  expense  at  all,  I 
Avas  more  than  satisfied,  I  was  delighted  with  my  trip 
and  my  remuneration,  which  seemed  to  me  very  liberal. 
I  went  to  the  opera  and  other  sights,  I  bought  some 
things  for  myself,  and  a  new  court  dress  for  my  wife, 
and  got  back  to  Hanover  Avith  a  five-pound  note  in  my 
pocket  in  time  for  my  next  Sunday  duty.  So  ended 
my  (somewhat)  '  strange  eventful  history.' 


Y  2 


APPENDIX. 

THE  SUCCESSION  AND  SUPERSESSION  OP    THE  HOUSE  OF  GUELPH   IN 
HANOVER — GENEALOGY  OF    THE  HOUSE  OF    GUELPH. 

Finding  many  reading  friends  of  this  generation  very 
ill-informed  upon  the  subject  of  the  separation  of 
Hanover,  and  the  succession  of  King  Ernest  under  the 
old  law  of  the  Salic-Franks  Avhich  excludes  females 
from  the  throne,  and  thinking  many  general  readers, 
particularly  young  ones,  may  be  in  the  same  case,  and 
remembering  the  great  authority,  which  says, 

'Segnius  irritant  animos  demissa  per  aures 
Qiiam  quae  sunt  oculis  subjecta  fidelibus,' 

I  venture  to  submit  a  tabulated  form  of  the  genealogy 
of  the  House  of  Guelph  ;  and,  hoping  it  may  be  in- 
teresting, I  have  carried  it  upwards,  showing  how  the 
present  Duke  of  Cumberland — who  would  now  have 
been  King  of  England,  if  the  Salic  law  had  been  in 
operation  in  this  country — traces  his  ascent  through  the 
male  line  up  to  Henry  the  Lion,  and  how  our  Gracious 
Queen  traces  her  ascent  in  unbroken  course,  through 
many  members  of  the  female  line  and  through  every 
dynasty  that  has  reigned  in  England,  up  to  Egbert, 
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King  of  the  Anglo-Saxons  at  the  beginning  of  the  ninth 
century. 

I  think  no  one  can  read  of  the  events  of  the  great 
struggle  prior  to  the  establishment  of  one  grand  German 
empire,  which  we  believe  to  have  been  for  the  good  of 
the  small  incorporated  states  and  for  the  peace  and 
prosperity  of  the  world — no  one,  I  think,  can  read  and 
weigh  the  vast  changes  which  then  took  place  without 
noting  the  fact  of  God  in  history,  without  admitting 
fully  the  truth  of  our  great  poet's  words — 

'There's  a  Divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  wilL' 

The  existence  of  the  Salic  law  in  Germany,  and  not  in 
England,  alone  permitted  this  to  come  to  pass.  Had 
the  old  Duke  of  Cumberland  succeeded  to  both  thrones, 
he  never  Avould  have  consented  to  the  separation  of  his 
minor  kingdom  from  England,  nor  to  its  degradation 
into  a  mere  vassal  of  Prussia,  nor  can  we  think  that 
the  King  of  Prussia  would  have  dared  to  attempt  the 
great  fact  of  German  unity  under  his  supremacy,  in 
defiance  of  England,  with  its  enormous  naval  power, 
ready  to  act  upon  its  extensive  Hanoverian  sea-board, 
comprising  the  mouths  of  the  Elbe  and  Weser,  and  the 
important  harbours  of  Emden  and  Geestemiinde  ;  but 
the  Salic  law  had  paved  the  way.  England  had  been 
separated  once  and  for  ever ;  and  whatever  she  might 
have  done,  had  she  been  still  a  German  power,  she  was 
glad  to  have  no  reason  to  interfere  in  the  case  of  the 
son  of  Ernest  Augustus,  whom — however  she  pitied  in 
his  blindness  and  respected  for  his  personal  character 
— she  could  not  consider  anything  but  a  German 
sovereign,  and  therefore  not  one  whom  she  was  bound 
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to  uphold  with  the  chance  or  certainty  of  involving 
herself  in  a  costly  an  J  bloody  Continental  Avar. 

The  Salic  law  had  operated  well  for  a  time  for 
Hanover.  It  had  brought  over  an  English  Prince 
with  upwards  of  twenty  thousand  a  year — good  English 
gold — to  circulate  and  promote  commerce  and  pro- 
sperity. It  had  caused  the  dull,  stagnant  old  town 
to  be  converted  into  one  of  the  most  stirring  and 
flourishing  of  the  minor  capitals  of  Europe,  but  when 
the  time  came  that  the  reigning  Sovereign  would 
not  act  in  accordance  with  the  increasing  ideas  of 
German  unity,  then  it  seemed  the  Monarch's  destiny 
was  accomplished,  and  the  obstacle,  as  it  was  con- 
sidered, to  the  great  nation's  aspirations  Avas  removed 
— with  a  high  and  heavy  hand  truly — but  the  Monarch 
seemed  to  challenge  his  own  ruin,  and  brought  the 
inevitable  upon  himself.  The  '  tide  in  the  affairs ' 
of  Germany  was  at  the  flood ;  the  castle  of  Han- 
overian individuality  Avas  upon  the  sand,  and  it  Avas 
swept  aAA^ay.  With  a  giant's  arms  nearly  round  his 
neck,  wlio  had  nothing  to  do  but  close  them  to 
crush  him,  and  with  the  knoAvledge  of  the  fact  that 
the  majority  of  the  Hanoverian  people  yearned  for 
unity,  it  seems  inconceivable  to  anyone,  looking 
back  calmly  upon  accomplished  facts,  that  the  king^ 
under  responsible  ministers,  should  not  have  recog- 
nised the  impossibility  of  resistance. 

HoAvever  anyone  may  personally  grieve  for  the 
catastrophe,  I  believe  there  is  not  one,  even  of  those 
nearest  and  dearest  to  their  late  Monarch  himself — 
except,  perhaps,  the  small  party  described  by  the 
Times  as  'the  clerico-Guelph  Germania,  Avliere  sits 
enthroned  the  sullen,   irreconcilable  and   obscurantist 
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spirit  of  the  Middle  Ages ' — who  coukl  lay  hand  upon 
the  heart  and  deny  that  the  accomplished  fact  of 
Ein  einiges,  einziges  Deutschland  (one  united,  single 
Germany)  has  been,  and  is,  and  is  likely  to  be — in 
the  cause  of  civilisation  and  in  the  cause  of  peace — a 
blessing  for  itself  and  for  the  world.  And  can  we  with- 
hold our  acknowledgment,  if  not  quite  in  accordance 
with  the  heathen  adage,  'Quem  Deus  vult  perdere 
prius  dementat,'  at  least  that  the  hand  of  God  was, 
in  history,  causing,  in  his  change  of  dynasty,  all  things 
to  work  together  for  the  good  of  mankind  in  general. 

I  remember  the  words  with  which  King  George 
took  leave  of  me  before  his  departure  on  his  last 
visit  to  England : 

'  Good-bye ;  God  bless  you.  I  have  the  firmest 
trust  in  Divine  providence  that  I  shall  still  be  brought 
back  to  my  faithful  Hanoverians.' 

Good,  kind,  earnest,  religious,  confiding,  but  infatu- 
ated man  !  How  could  his  advisers,  with  their  eyes  at 
least  open,  plainly  seeing  the  progress  of  events  and  the 
still  impending  storm,  have  pressed  upon  hmi  or 
encouraged  him  in  such  notions  !  One  could  not  but 
shrink  from  such  delusion.  Nothing  in  the  history  of 
the  world  could  be  more  sad  than  the  conclusion  of 
this  monarch's  reign.  Proudly  firm  and  independent, 
as  he  conceived,  upon  his  throne  on  the  14th  of  June, 
1 866,  the  leader  of  the  small  states,  on  that  day  when 
the  Austrian  motion  for  the  decree  of  Federal  execution 
against  Prussia  was  accepted  by  the  Diet,  he  heard  on 
the  15th  the  declaration  of  war  by  Prussia  against 
Hanover,  Electoral  Hesse,  and  Saxony ;  and  that  very 
evening  the  Prussian  army  entered  his  dominions.  On 
that  night  amidst  great  excitement  and  confusion,  and 
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in  such  hurry  that  many  important  articles  of  equipment 
— such  as  reserve  ammunition  and  field  dispensaries — 
were  forgotten,  the  army,  about  eighteen  thousand, 
moved  out,  chiefly  by  railway,  towards  Gottingen. 
The  next  morning,  the  16th,  the  King  and  Crown 
Prince  left  in  hot  haste  by  one  gate  while  the  first 
Prussian  troops,  having  come  on  by  two  forced  marches, 
entered  a  few  hours  afterwards  by  the  other.  The  rails 
were  torn  uj)  as  fast  as  the  soldiers  and  munitions  of 
war  coukl  be  forwarded. 

The  Prussians,  having  these  to  replace,  could  not 
follow  up  at  the  pace  of  the  retreating  army,  which  in 
consequence  had  a  little  breathing-time  at  Gottingen  ; 
but  they  were  completely  paralysed,  unable  to  move, 
and  had  to  be  freshly  organised  with  utterly  inadequate 
resources ;  in  fact,  their  case  was  hopeless,  and  it  was 
positively  announced  by  telegram  from  Berlin  on  the 
20th  :  '  The  Hanoverian  army  is  completely  surrounded.' 

By  that  20th  the  Prussians  were  in  possession  of  the 
whole  of  Hanover,  from  the  Elbe  up  to  the  small  circuit 
round  GiJttingen,  where  the  Hanoverian  troops  lay. 
The  government  of  the  country  had  been  peaceably 
transferred  to  Prussian  superintendence  Avithout  any 
show  of  opposition  from  the  helpless  population.  On 
that  20th  General  ^Manteuffel  issued  his  proclamation, 
declaring  that,  '  as  all  efforts  to  settle  the  question  in 
dispute  had  failed,  it  was  impossible,  for  the  security  of 
Prussia,  to  allow  enemies  to  remain  in  rear  of  his  army, 
and  therefore  he  demanded  the  disarmament  of  the 
Hanoverian  troops  ; '  and  he  at  once  laid  hold  of  all  the 
provisions  of  weapons  and  ammunition  in  store,  as  well 
as  the  whole  field  equipment  of  the  army,  amounting 
in  all  to  sixty  cannon,  ten  thousand  new  rifled  small 
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arms,  eight  hundred  waggons,  and  a  hirge  quantity  of 
gunpowder.  On  this  very  20th  the  king  ■  took  leave  of 
his  people  by  means  of  a  proclamation,  in  Avhich  he 
mournfully  expressed  '  his  hope  soon  to  return  victorious 
at  the  head  of  his  army  to  the  land  which  he  was  then 
temporarily  forced  to  quit.' 

It  must  have  been  hoping  against  hope,  for  his  case 
was  then  desperate.  On  the  21st  he  ordered  his  whole 
army  to  advance  from  Gottingen  towards  Gotlia,  but 
they  could  only  move  very  slowly,  as  theh  subsistence 
depended  upon  requisitions. 

In  the  meantime  the  Prussians  were  everywhere 
drawing  the  net  closer  and  closer,  so  as  to  prevent  all 
chance  of  cutting  a  Avay  through  to  join  their  Bavarian 
allies.  After  some  harassing  marching  and  counter- 
marching to  evade  their  enemies,  the  Hanoverian  army 
arrived  at  Langensalza  on  the  24th.  They  were  plainly 
in  such  straits  that  the  Prussian  general  called  upon 
the  king  to  capitulate.  This  His  Majesty  rejected,  but 
asked  the  Duke  of  Coburg  to  mediate  between  him 
and  Prussia.  In  answer  to  a  telegram  a  short  armistice 
was  agreed  upon,  and  it  was  afterwards  extended  to 
another  day.  An  emissary  came  with  full  powers  to 
treat  with  the  king. 

The  conditions  proposed  were  an  alliance  with 
Prussia  and  the  disbandment  of  the  Hanoverian  army. 
These  terms  the  king  distinctly  rejected  as  dishonour- 
able, and  he  drew  his  troops  more  closely  together,  and 
took  up  a  position  ready  for  battle  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  little  town  of  Langensalza.  On  the  morning 
of  the  27th,  about  nine  o'clock,  the  Prussians  began  the 
attack,  and  after  a  long  and  bloody  day — during  which 
the  king  could  not  be  restrained  from  exposing  his  life 
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to  useless  danger,  seeming,  like  the  blind  king  of 
Bohemia  of  old,  as  if  Avooing  death  in  the  forefront  of 
the  battle — his  quick  ears  were  the  first  to  catch  tlie 
cry  that  the  Prussians  were  drawing  off  at  every  point 
in  full  retreat,  and  that  victory,  thorough  victory,  was 
with  his  gallant  and  noble  soldiers. 

How  they  fought  and  how  they  bled,  and  how  they 
won,  have  been  described  b}  an  eloquent  Avriter  in 
terms  which  ought  to  be 

'  Familiar  in  their  moutlis  as  liouseliold  words ' 

in  every  Hanoverian  family. 

'  Whoever  is  to  blame  for  the  calamitous  results  of 
its  expiring  campaign,  none  can  regard  without  a  feel- 
ing of  sympathy  and  emotion  the  last  struggles  of  a 
proud  and  high-minded  soldiery  who  bore  up  ineffec- 
tually for  days  against  privation,  hardship,  and  superior 
numbers  ;  who  even  hoped  against  hope ;  avIio  rallied 
round  their  king  in  the  hour  of  his  misfortune,  and 
strove  to  carry  him,  by  the  pressure  of  their  bayonets, 
through  the  clustering  bands  of  hostile  combatants. 

'  Hanoverians  may  Avell  look  with  a  mournful  satisfac- 
tion on  Langensalza.  British  .soldiers  may  justly  feel  a 
generous  pride  in  the  last  campaign  of  an  army  which 
mingled  its  blood  with  that  of  their  ancestors  on  the 
battle-fields  of  Spain  and  Belgium,  and  not  unworthily 
rank  the  name  of  the  battle  which  closes  the  last  page 
of  Hanoverian  history  with  Salamanca,  Talavera, 
Quatre  Bras,  and  Waterloo.'* 

On  the  29th  of  June  the  king's  victorious  army  being 
completely  surrounded  by  the  overAvhelming  forces  of 

*  Hosier's  Seven  Weclcs^  War. 
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Prussia,  surrendered  at  discretion.  The  King,  Crown 
Prince,  and  officers  of  the  army,  pledged  their  word  not 
to  fight  against  Prussia  during  the  war.  The  officers 
retained  their  arms.  The  men  were  disarmed  and  sent 
home  ;  all  the  war  material  was  given  up.  The  King 
and  the  Crown  Prince  were  allowed  to  depart  Avhither 
they  pleased,  except  within  the  boundaries  of  Hanover. 
The  king  set  his  rights  too  high.  '  Aut  C?esar  aut 
nullus.'  He  would  not  condescend  to  throw  in  his  lot 
with  his  royal  compeers  of  Saxony  in  a  second  place. 
The  conqueror  seemed  forced,  to  his  deep  regret  I  believe, 
to  stand  to  his  terms  in  accordance  with  the  grand  aim 
of  German  unity,  and  the  world  knows  the  result — 
within  a  week  King  George's  rule  was  virtually  at  an 
end ;  within  a  month  the  ancient  house  of  Guelph  was, 
by  a  single  stroke  of  the  pen,  blotted  out  from  the  roll 
of  European  royalty. 

Divine  right,  precedence,  dignity  were  very  strong 
feelings  in  the  heart  of  George  the  Fifth,  and  they  had 
been  inherited  and  instilled  from  his  childhood,  and 
had  no  doubt  grown  with  his  growth.  I  remember  the 
king's  old  nurse  telling  me  of  the  excitement  of  the 
very  little  boy  on  these  points.  She  was  alone  with  him 
and  the  Cesarewitcli,  who  were  about  the  same  age. 
The  two  were  playing  together  at  Berlin,  and  their 
animated  discussion  was  which  of  them  ought  to  take 
precedence.  The  heir  to  the  throne  of  all  the  Russias 
said,  carrying  his  nose  on  high, 

'  Of  course  he  had  the  first  place,  as  his  family  was 
imperial,  whereas  Prince  George's  was  only  royal ! ' 

'Pooh,'  said  the  latter,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  'my 
family  Avas  royal  before  yours  was  ever  heard  of !  ' 

This  was  the  languase  of  discussion  between  two — 
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mit  Respect  zu  sagcn — '  royal  imps  '  of  nine  and  ten 
years  old.  But  I  really  do  not  think  anyone  avIio  has 
not  inherited  such  a  station  and  been  brought  up  in 
such  an  atmosphere,  has  any  right  to  pronounce  an 
opinion  in  such  a  case.  Others  have  not  an  idea  of  the 
innate  feelings  of  these  high  personages  which  are  too 
often  fostered  in  childhood  and  youth,  by  those  Avith 
Avhom,  at  that  time,  they  are  most  in  company.  The 
sacredness  that  is  considered  to  attach  to  the  persons 
of  those  '  who  Avalk  the  earth  and  stately  tread,'  is 
scarcely  to  be  conceived  possible  by  the  vulgar  herd 
who  '  lowly  creep ' ;  yet  so  it  is  ;  and  what  it  is,  and  what 
it  leads  to,  I  can  illustrate  by  a  story  told  me  by  that 
same  old  English  nurse,  of  George  the  Fifth's  infancy 
and  childhood. 

She  was  alone  once  with  the  Empress  of  Russia,  and 
the  Cesarewitch  and  Prince  George  of  Cumberland, 
then  very  little  children.  The  Empress  forgot  all  her 
stateliness  in  her  immediate  family  circle,  and  romped 
with  the  boys  in  all  the  natural  freedom  of  a  loving 
mother.  All  of  a  sudden  she  uttered  a  cry  and  stood 
still,  with  her  shoulder  shrugged — a  pin  had  run  into 
her  imperial  flesh  in  a  very  tender  part — and  imperial 
bodies  are  not  insensible  to  pain.  ]\lrs.  Ford  rushed 
forward  to  take  out  the  pin.  The  Russian  nurse  of 
the  third  class,  who  was  present,  rushed  forward  and 
stopped  her.  Her  Imperial  Majesty  was  too  sacred  to 
be  touched  by  plebeian  hand,  so  she  called  to  the  page 
at  the  door  to  tell  Herr  Lieutenant  Von off,  aide- 
de-camp,   in  the  next  room,  to  tell  the  Friiulein  Yon 

off,  maid  of  honour,  in  the  adjoining  room,  to  tell 

Countess  Yon  off  in  her  private  room,  to  come 

immediately  to  Her  jMajesty,  and  in  due  time  the  noble 
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lady  of  rank  enough  arrived,  and  withdrew  the  pin, 
which  had  broken  the  imperial  skin,  and  caused  so 
much  pain.  I  think  the  'pose'  of  the  whole  party 
during  the  delay  would  have  been  worthy  of  the  noted 
scene  in  the  Critic.  Pride,  it  is  said,  feels  no  pain, 
but  dignity  does.  The  old  nurse  told  me  there  was  no 
doubt  about  the  pain  which  both  pride  and  dignity  in 
this  case  had  to  suffer. 

I  am  afraid  the  same  high  spirit  and  unqualified 
determination  has  descended  upon  the  son  in  regard  to 
his  dealings  with  his  present  conqueror  ;  indeed,  I  have 
the  best  authority  for  saying  this,  for  I  remember  his 
royal  mother  told  me,  the  last  time  I  had  the  honour  of 
seeing  Her  INIajesty,  that  she  was  sure  her  son's  ideas 
were  just  the  same  as  his  father's,  and  that  he  never 
would  commit  the  suicide  of  giving  up  his  rights.  The 
victor  might  seize  them,  but  he  himself  could  not  and 
would  not  and  dare  not  in  his  conscience  yield  heredi- 
tary claims,  and  thereby  himself  pronounce  a  decree  of 
degradation  upon  his  posterity.  With  all  due  deference 
to  His  Royal  Highness,  we  cannot  but  think  he  is 
mistaken. 

Had  he  been  alone,  he  might  have  despised  all  idea 
of  filthy  lucre,  however  tempting  the  bait,  which  was 
great,  for  the  Times  recorded  '  the  Prussian  government 
had  made  him  the  offer  of  a  magnificent  income  in  case 
he  formally  resigned  his  claims  ; '  he  might  in  that  case 
have  stood  upon  his  rights,  and  left  the  scandal  of 
refusing  them  to  the  great  ruler,  whose  country  alone 
benefits  by  the  appropriation  of  the  royal  property  in 
Hanover  ;  but  when  he  has  children — and  will  probably 
have  children's  children — to  think  of,  increasing  in  each 
generation,    and  with   no   possibility   of  earning  their 
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livelihood,  then  surely  the  case  is  altered,  and  it  seems 
his  duty  to  provide  for  his  own  ;  and  surely  there  is  no 
disgrace  in  accepting  the  inevitable. 

I  have  every  reason  to  believe  his  royal  relatives 
liave  urged  him  to  this  course,  and  they  woiild  not  have 
acted  thus  had  there  been  any  degradation  involved  in 
their  advice.  Tlicy  have  wished  him  to  come  in  to  the 
terms,  harsh  though  he  may  think  them,  of  his  conqueror, 
to  accept  the  compensation  offered,  and  then  to  take  up 
his  position  in  England,  where  he  would  be  sure  to  be 
received  with  the  same  loyalty,  respect,  and  devotion 
that  is  shown  to  all  our  royal  family,  including  his 
own  sister,  Princess  Frederica,  Avho,  since  her  mis- 
fortune, has  been  glad  to  make  ours  her  adopted 
country. 

Nothing,  if  he  looks  to  earthly  honours,  could  have 
been  grander  than  the  position  he  would  have  taken 
up  as  cousin  to  our  Queen,  as  the  person  who  woidd 
have  been  King  of  England  had  the  Salic  law  pre- 
vailed here,  as  the  brother-in-law  to  the  heir- apparent 
of  our  throne,  as  Prince  of  the  Blood  Royal  and  Peer 
of  the  realm,  taking  part  in  the  legislature  of  that 
great  country  upon  whose  dominions  the  sun  never  sets, 
and  in  whose  destinies,  one  would  have  thought,  he 
would  have  been  proud  to  bear  a  part.  We  cannot 
but  think  the  hand  of  God  seems  to  beckon  him  here. 
Heaven  seems  to  have  decreed  against  his  father  in 
one  particular  for  the  good  of  one  united  Fatherland, 
but  Heaven  seems  to  open  to  him  another  career  in 
another  great  country  to  which  he  is  connected  by 
bonds  as  ancient,  or  more  ancient,  and  as  holy  as  those 
by  which  he  is  connected  Avith  Germany. 

Unfortunately,  though  so  closely  allied,  he  Avas  never 
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brought  up  on  principles  of  attachment  to  Old  England. 
He  scarcely  ever  visited  it,  and  never  was  thrown  in 
with  his  royal  relatives  to  imbibe  their  tastes  and 
sentiments.  His  father  always  expressed  himself 
thankful  that  he  had  been  brought  up  chiefly  in 
Germany,  as  he  was  to  be  a  German  king,  and  his  son 
no  doubt  inherits  and  appreciates  to  his  heart's  core  his 
father's  sentiments  as  to  his  Fatherland.  I  remember 
the  animation  with  which  he  declared  this  when  a  very 
little  boy.  I  was  asked  by  the  Crown  Prince  to  give 
the  child  his  first  English  lessons,  and  in  general  I 
found  him  very  docile  and  obedient.  The  confiding 
little  fellow  used  to  creep  up  on  my  knee,  and  generally 
worked  hard ;  but  one  day,  when  I  could  not  keep  liis 
attention  (he  had  a  party  in  view,  and  was  going  to 
take  out  some  young  friends,  whom  he  called  his  boys, 
for  an  excursion),  when,  on  account  of  his  excitement, 
the  English  lesson  seemed  long,  and  he  was  not  doing 
his  best,  I  said, 

'Now,  prince,  attend,  take  pains,  particularly  Avitli 
your  pronunciation ;  you  know  you  are  an  English 
prince,  and  ought  to  speak  like  one,  as  your  father 
does,  without  any  German  accent.' 

With  sharpness  and  determination,  he  answereil, 

'  I  am  not  English  prince — I'm  a  Sherman.  I  vill 
not  be  English  prince.' 

'  Oh !  '  I  said,  '  the  time  may  come  when  you  will  be 
very  glad  to  be  an  English  prince.' 

He  repudiated  the  idea — for  a  little  fellow — in  very 
strong  language. 

The  time  has  now  come,  in  my  opinion,  when  my 
words  ought  to  have  been  realised ;  and  when  I  recall 
his  last  visit  to  England,  and  his  heartfelt  appreciation 
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of  his   reception   by   all  parties  ;    when  he   told   me 
himself, 

*  We  are  all  so  deeply  touched  at  the  kindness  shown 
to  us  by  one  and  all,  from  the  beloved  Queen  down- 
wards ;'  and  he  added,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  *  We  are 
fallen,  you  know  we  are  fallen,  and  we  can  do  nothing 
for  those  who  come  to  us.  It  must  be  genuine  loyalty 
and  devotion  to  our  royal  family  which  makes  them 
show  such  affection  and  sympathy  for  us,  the  blood 
relations,  in  our  misfortune.' 

When  I  heard  with  my  own  ears  those  sentiments  of 
his  heart  expressed  in  such  feeling  terms,  I  think  I  have 
good  reason  to  say  I  believe  now  he  would  gladly  throw 
in  his  lot  with  Old  England,  if  only  he  had  the  fortune 
to  keep  up  his  position  ;  but  he  will  not  truckle  to  his 
conqueror,  and  sign  his  own  abdication  for  money's 
sake ;  and  all  must  honour  him.  As  long  as  Prussia 
persists  on  that  condition,  he  feels  he  must  be  content 
to  remain  where  he  is,  in  the  comparative  obscurity  of 
his  little  Court  at  Gmunden. 

But  surely,  it  may  be  asked,  why  should  his  great 
enemy  put  upon  him  such  harsh  terms  ?  He  was  only 
a  boy  at  the  commencement  of  the  opposition  ;  and 
now,  having  duly  punished  him  by  ejection  from  two 
thrones,  and  having  ousted  him  from  the  sacred  circle 
of  German  sovereigns,  can  the  imperial  government  be 
justified  in  intensifying  the  bitterness  of  the  procedure 
by  insisting  upon  a  condition  which  they  know  he  con- 
siders inconsistent  with  his  honour  to  accept,  viz. 
abdication  of  what  he  holds  to  be  his  divine  rights,  before 
they  will  compensate  him  with  a  share  of  his  own 
private  personal  property  ?  It  is  only  adding  iusult  to 
injury  ;    and,  in  fact,  what  can  it  matter  to  a  great 
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empire  whether  a  minor  sovereign  of  a  crushed  kingdom 
actually  and  formally  gives  in  or  not  ? 

'  'Tis  done,'  and,  thougli  so  lately  '  armed  with  kings 
to  strive,'  he  is  now  but  'an  abject  thing'  at  the  con- 
queror's mercy.  He  is  hurled  to  the  ground.  Why 
make  him  eat  dirt  ?  Why  force  him  to  sign  what  he 
considers  his  own  death-warrant,  before  you  will  pen- 
sion him  off  with  his  own  money  ?  The  true  conqueror 
respects  his  noble  adversary,  even  in  his  own  triumph. 
The  mere  robber  will  act  mercilessly  and  insist  upon 
dishonourable  conditions.  We  cannot  but  remember 
some  ill-judged  words  addressed  to  '  The  King  of 
Prussia  '  by  the  Duke  of  Cumberland,  notifying  his  royal 
father's  death,  and  asserting  his  own  rights  ;  but,  though 
this  was  an  offence,  not  to  say  insult,  we  cannot  believe 
the  grand  old  Monarch  felt  any  resentment  leading  to 
harshness.  He  would  have  had  consideration  for  the 
natural  bitterness  of  spirit  under  His  Royal  Highness's 
broken  fortunes  speaking  out  of  the  abundance  of  the 
heart,  and  for  the  '  rash  humour '  of  youth  that  made 
him  '  forgetful  I '  We  cannot  then  allow  that  idea  to 
be  put  into  the  scale,  to  warrant  any  counter-insult. 
Far,  far  does  the  Emperor's  character  stand  above  any 
thought  of  vindictiveuess. 

To  offended  Germany  must  the  appeal  be  which  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland  himself  will  not  deign  to  make, 
but  it  seems  natural  all  friendly  sovereigns  ought  to 
have  made  long  since  in  his  name.  Let  the  great  united 
Fatherland  offer  to  the  helpless,  unfriendly  sovereign, 
whom  she  has  crushed  out  of  her  community,  an  open, 
fair,  ample,  unconditional  compensation,  without  insist- 
ing upon  driving  in  the  sting  of  abdication,  and  the 
world  would  rejoice  and  consider  it  an  act  of  justice. 
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If  His  Royal  Highness  refuses  such  offer,  and,  brooding 
over  the  loss  of  his  two  thrones, 

'iEstuat  infelix  angusto  limite  mumli,' 

I  am  afraid  he  would  have  the  sympathy  of  few  with 
him.  jNlany  would  grieve  for  his  downfall,  but  most, 
in  that  case,  would  say,  'He  is  his  own  enemy,'  and 
would  take  farewell  of  him  in  the  words  : 

'  Atqui  licet  esse  beato.' 

We  hope  it  is  not  'too  late,'  and  that  the  victor  may  be 
found  reasonable,  the  vanquished  sensible,  and  that  the 
conclusion  may  yet  be  satisfactory. 


THE   END. 
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sentiment  and  incident  which  is  not  often  found." — Athensmtn. 


XIL— THE  OLD  JUDGE ;  OR,  LIFE  IN  A  COLONY. 

BY  SAM  SLICK. 

"A  peculiar  interest  attaches  to  sketches  of  colonial  life,  and  readers  could  not  have  a 
safer  guide  than  the  talented  author  of  this  work,  who,  by  a  residence  of  half  a  century, 
has  practically  grasped  the  habits,  manners,  and  social  conditions  of  the  colonists  he  de- 
scribes. All  who  wish  to  form  a  fair  idea  of  the  difficulties  and  pleasures  of  life  in  a  new 
country,  unlike  England  in  some  respects,  yet  like  it  in  many,  Bhould  read  this  book." 
John  Bull. 


XIII.— DARIEN;   OR,  THE  MERCHANT  PRINJE. 

BY  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 

"This  last  production  of  the  author  of  'The  Crescent  and  the  Cross'  has  the  same 
elements  of  a  very  wide  popularity.     It  will  please  its  thousands." — Globe. 

"Eliot  Warburton's  active  and  productive  genius  is  amply  exemplifled  in  the  present 
book.  We  have  seldom  met  with  any  work  in  which  the  realities  of  history  and  the 
poetry  of  Action  were  more  happily  interwoven." — Illustrated  News. 


XIV.— FAMILY  ROMANCE ;  OR,  DOMESTIC  ANNALS 

OF  THE  ARISTOCRACY. 

BY  SIR  BERNARD  BURKE,  ULSTER  KING  OF  ARMS. 

"  It  were  impossible  to  praise  too  highly  this  most  interesting  book,  whether  we  should 
have  regard  to  its  excellent  plan  or  its  not  less  excellent  execution.  It  ought  to  be  found 
on  every  drawing-room  table.  Here  you  have  nearly  fifty  captivating  romances  with  the 
pith  of  all  their  interest  preserved  in  undiminished  poignancy,  and  any  one  may  be  read 
in  half  an  hour.  It  is  not  the  least  of  their  merits  that  the  romances  are  founded  on  fact 
— or  what,  at  least,  has  been  handed  down  for  truth  by  long  tradition — and  the  romance 
of  reality  far  exceeds  the  romance  of  fiction." — Standard. 


XV.— THE  LAIRD  OF  NORLAW. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"We  have  had  frequent  opportunities  of  commending  Messrs.  Hurst  and  Blackett's 
Standard  Library.  For  neatness,  elegance,  and  distinctness  the  volumes  in  this  Beries 
surpass  anything  with  which  we  are  familiar.  'The  Laird  of  Norlaw'  will  fully  sustain 
the  author's  high  reputation.  The  reader  is  carried  on  from  first  to  last  with  an  energy 
of  sympathy  that  never  flags." — Sunday  Times. 

"■The  Laird  of  Norlaw'  is  worthy  of  the  author's  reputation.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
exquisite  of  modem  novels." — Observer. 


XVL— THE  ENGLISHWOMAN  IN  ITALY. 

BY  MRS.  G.  GRETTON. 

"Mrs.  Gretton  had  opportunities  which  rarely  fall  to  the  lot  of  strangers  of  becoming 
acquainted  with  the  inner  life  and  habits  of  a  part  of  the  Italian  peninsula  which  is  the 
very  centre  of  the  national  crisis.  We  can  praise  her  performance  as  interesting,  unexag 
gerated,  and  full  of  opportune  instruction." — Tiie  J'iuies. 

"Mrs.  Gretton's  book  is  timely,  life-iike,  and  for  every  reason  to  be  recommended.  It 
is  impossible  to  close  the  book  without  liking  the  prit^r  as  well  as  the  subject  The  worh 
is  engaging,  because  ie3,V'—Alhenxum. 
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XVn.— NOTHING  NEW. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

••  'Nothing  New'  displays  all  those  superior  merits  which  have  made  'John  Halifax  ' 
one  of  the  most  popular  works  of  the  day.  There  is  a  force  and  truthfulness  about  these 
tales  which  mark  them  as  the  production  of  no  ordinary  mind,  and  we  cordially  recom- 
mend them  to  the  perusal  of  all  lovers  of  Qction.''— Morning  Post. 


XVin.— LIFE  OF  JEANNE  D'ALBRET,  QUEEN  OF 

NAVARRE. 

BY   MISS  FREER. 
"We  have  read  this  book  with  great  pleasure,  and  have  no  hesitation  in  recommending 
it  to  general  perusal.    It  reflects  the  highest  credit  on  the  industry  and  ability  of  iliss 
Freer.    Nothing  can  be  more  interesting  than  her  story  of  the  life  of  Jeanne  D'Albret, 
and  the  narrative  is  as  trustworthy  as  it  is  attractive." — Morning  Post. 


XIX.— THE  VALLEY  OF  A  HUNDRED  FIRES. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  MARGARET  AND  HER  BRIDESMAIDS." 
"  If  asked  to  classify  this  work,  we  should  give  it  a  place  between  '  John  Halifax '  and 
'  The  Caxtons.'  " — Standard. 
"  The  spirit  in  which  the  whole  book  is  written  is  reflned  and  good." — Athtnseum. 
"This  is  in  every  sense  a  charming  novel" — Messenger. 


XX.— THE  ROMANCE  OF  THE  FORUM ;  OR,  NARRATIVES, 
SCENES,  AND  ANECDOTES  FROM  COURTS  OF  JUSTICE. 

BY  PETER  BURKE,  SERJEANT  AT  LAW. 

"  This  attractive  book  will  be  perused  with  much  interest.  It  contains  a  great  variety 
of  singular  and  highly  romantic  stories." — John  Bull. 

•'  A  work  of  singular  interest,  which  can  never  fail  to  charm  and  absorb  tne  reader's 
attention.  The  present  cheap  and  elegant  edition  includes  the  true  story  of  the  Colleen 
Ba.wa."  ^Illustrated  News. 


XXI.— ADELE. 

BY    JULIA    KAYANAGH. 

"'Adfele'  is  the  best  work  we  have  read  by  Miss  Kavanagh;  it  is  a  charmin?  story, 
full  of  delicate  character-painting.  The  interest  kindled  in  the  first  chapter  bums  brightly 
to  the  close." — Athenceum. 

'■ '  Adfele '  will  fully  sustain  the  reputation  of  Miss  Kavanagh,  high  as  it  already  ranks." 
—John  Bull. 

"  '  Adfele  '  is  a  love-story  of  very  considerable  pathos  and  power.  It  is  a  yery  clever 
novel" — Daily  Jieict. 


XXn.— STUDIES  FROM  LIFE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF    "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEIMAN." 

"TheBe  'Studies '  are  truthful  and  vivid  pictures  of  life,  often  earnest,  always  full  of  right 
feeling,  and  occasionally  lightened  by  touches  of  quiet,  genial  humour.  The  volume  is  re- 
markable for  thought,  sound  sense,  shrewd  observation,  and  kind  and  sympathetic  feeling 
for  all  things  good  and  beautiful" — Morning  Post.  _ 

"  These  '  Studies  from  Life  '  are  remarkable  for  graphic  power  and  observation.  Thd 
iK>ok  will  not  diminiBh  the  reputation  of  the  accomplished  author." — Saturday  Beviete. 
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XXin.— GRANDMOTHER'S  MONEY. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

"We  commend  'Grandmother's  Money'  to  readers  in  search  of  a  good  novel.  The 
characters  are  true  to  human  nature,  and  the  story  is  interesting." — Athenmum. 

XXIV.— A  BOOK  ABOUT  DOCTORS. 

BY  JOHN  CORDY  JEAFFRESON. 

"  A  book  to  be  read  and  re-read;  fit  for  the  study  as  well  as  the  drawing-room  table  and 
the  circulating  library." — Lancet. 

"  This  is  a  pleasant  book  for  the  fireside  season,  and  for  the  seaside  season.  Mr.  Jeaffre- 
8on  has,  out  of  hundreds  of  volumes,  collected  thousands  of  good  things,  adding  thereto 
much  that  appears  in  print  for  the  first  time,  and  which,  of  course,  gives  increased  value 
to  this  very  readable  book." — Athenceum. 


XXV.— NO    CHURCH. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

"We  advise  all  who  have  the  opportunity  to  read  this  book.    It  is  well  worth  the 
•tudy. " — A  thenaeum. 
"A  work  of  great  originality,  merit,  and  power." — Standard. 


XXVI.— MISTRESS  AND  MAID. 
BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  A  good  wholesome  book,  gracefully  written,  and  as  pleasant  to  read  as  it  is  instruc- 
tive."— Athenceum. 

"A  charming  tale,  charmingly  told." — Standard. 

"All  lovers  of  a  good  novel  will  haU  with  delight  another  of  Mrs.  Craik's  charming 
•tones." — John  Bull. 


XXVII.— LOST  AND  SAVED. 

BY  THE  HON.  MRS.  NORTON. 

" '  Lost  and  Saved '  will  be  read  with  eager  interest  by  those  who  love  a  touching  story. 
It  is  a  vigorous  novel." — Times. 

'This  story  is  animated,  full  of  exciting  situations  and  stirring  incidents.  The  charac- 
ters are  delineated  with  great  power.  Above  and  beyond  these  elements  of  a  good  novel, 
there  is  that  indefinable  charm  with  which  true  genius  invests  all  it  touches." — Daily  Neics. 


XXVin.— LES  MISERABLES. 

BY  VICTOR  HUGO. 
Authorised  Copyright  English  Translation. 

"The  merits  of  'Les  Miserables  '  do  not  merely  consist  in  the  conception  of  it  as  a 
whole  ;  it  abounds  with  details  of  unequalled  beauty.  M.  Victor  Hugo  has  stamped  upon 
every  page  the  hall-mark  of  genius." — Quarterly  Review. 


XXIX.— BARBARA'S  HISTORY. 

BY  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"  Tt  is  not  often  that  we  light  upon  a  novel  of  so  much  merit  and  interest  as 
'Barbara's  History.'  It  is  a  work  conspicuous  for  taste  and  literary  culture.  It  is  a  very 
graceful  and  charming  book,  with  a  well-managed  story,  clearly-cut  characters,  and 
sentiments  expressed  with  an  exquisite  elocution.  The  dialogues  especially  sparkle  wit& 
repartee.  It  is  a  book  which  the  world  will  like.  This  ia  high  praise  of  a  work  of  art 
and  80  we  intend  it" — TTie  Times. 
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XXX.— LIFE  OF  THE  EEV.  EDWARD  IRVING. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"  A  good  book  on  a  most  interesting  theme." — Times. 

"A  truly  interesting  and  most  affecting  memoir.  'Irving's  Life'  ought  to  haye  a  niche 
In  every  gallery  of  religious  biography.  There  are  few  lives  that  will  be  fuller  of  in- 
itroction,  interest,  and  consolation." — Saturday  Review. 


XXXI.— ST.  OLAVE'S. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  JANITA'S  CROSS." 

"This  novel  is  the  work  of  one  who  possesses  a  great  talent  for  writing,  as  well  aa 
»iperience  and  knowledge  of  the  world.     The  whole  book  is  worth  reading." — Athenoeum. 

" '  St  Olave's  '  belongs  to  a  lofty  order  of  Action.  It  is  a  good  novel,  but  it  is  something 
mora  It  is  written  with  unflagging  ability,  and  it  is  as  even  as  it  is  clever.  The  author 
has  determined  to  do  nothing  short  of  the  best,  and  has  succeeded." — Morning  Pott. 


XXXII.— SAM  SLICK'S  TRAITS  OF  AMERICAN  HUMOTTR. 

"  Dip  where  you  will  into  this  lottery  of  fun,  you  are  sure  to  draw  out  a  prize.    These 
'  Traits '  exhibit  most  successfully  the  broad  national  features  of  American  humour." — Poit. 


XXXIIL— CHRISTIAN'S  MISTAKE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"A  more  charming  story  has  rarely  been  written.  It  is  a  choice  gift  to  be  able  thus  to 
render  human  nature  so  truly,  to  penetrate  its  depths  with  such  a  searching  sagacity,  and 
to  illuminate  them  with  a  radiance  so  eminently  the  writer's  owa" — Timet. 


XXXIV.— ALEC  FORBES  OF  HOWGLEN. 

BY  GEORGE  MAG  DONALD,  LL.D. 

"  No  account  of  this  story  would  give  any  idea  of  the  profound  interest  that  pervadei 
the  work  from  the  first  page  to  the  last" — Athenaeum. 

"  A  novel  of  uncommon  merit  Sir  Walter  Scott  said  he  would  advise  no  man  to  try 
to  read  '  Clarissa  Harlowe '  out  loud  in  company  if  he  wished  to  keep  his  character  for 
manly  superiority  to  tears.  We  fancy  a  good  many  hardened  old  novel-readers  will  feel 
A  rising  in  the  throat  as  they  follow  the  fortunes  of  Alec  and  Annie." — Pall  Mall  Qazettt. 


XXXV.— AGNES. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 


"  'Agnes'  is  a  novel  superior  to  any  of  Mrs.  Oliphant's  former  works."— u4tten<B«m. 

•'Mrs.  Oliphant  is  one  of  the  most  admirable  of  our  novelists.  In  her  works  there 
are  always  to  be  found  high  principle,  good  taste,  sense,  and  refinement  'Agnes  '  is 
a  story  whose  pathetic  beauty  will  appeal  irresistibly  to  all  readers." — Morning  Pott. 


XXXVL— A  NOBLE  LIFE. 
BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"Few  men  and  no  women  wiU  read  'A  Noble  Life'  without  feeling  themselTes  the 
better  for  the  effort" — Spectator. 

"  A  beautifully  written  and  touching  tale.    It  is  a  noble  book." — Morning  Post. 

"'A  Noble  Life'  is  remarkable  for  the  high  types  of  character  it  presents,  and  the 
sb  ill  with  which  they  are  made  to  work  out  a  story  of  powerful  and  pathetic  interest" 
—Daily  News. 

XXXVII.— NEW  AMERICA. 

BY  W.  HEPWORTH  DIXON. 

"  A  very  interesting  book.    Mr.  Dixon  has  written  thoughtfully  and  YreM"— Times. 
"We  recommend  everyone  who  feels  any  interest  in  human  nature  to  read  Mr. 
»^iaon's  very  interesting  book."—- Saturday  Review. 
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XXXVIIL— ROBERT  FALCONER. 

BY  GEORGE  MAG  DONALD,  LL.D. 

" '  Robert  Falconer '  is  a  work  brimful  of  life  and  humour  and  of  the  deepest  human 
interest.  It  is  a  book  to  be  returned  to  again  and  again  for  the  deep  and  searching 
knowledge  it  evinces  of  human  thoughts  and  feelings." — Athenaeum. 


XXXIX.— THE  WOMAN'S  KINGDOM. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP  "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  '  The  "Woman's  Kingdom '  sustains  the  author's  reputation  as  a  writer  of  the  purest 
and  noblest  kind  of  domestic  stories." — Alherueum. 

"  '  The  Woman's  Kingdom  '  is  remarkable  for  its  romantic  interest.  The  characters  are 
masterpieces.    Edna  is  worthy  of  the  hand  that  drew  John  Halifax." — Morning  Pott. 


XL.— ANNALS  OF  AN  EVENTFUL  LIFE. 

BY  GEORGE  WEBBE  DASENT,  D.C.L. 

"  A  racy,  well-written,  and  original  novel.    The  interest  never  flaga.    The  whole  work 
Bptrklea  with  wit  and  humour." — Cluarterly  Review. 


XLI.— DAVID  ELGINBROD. 

BY   GEORGE   MAG  DONALD,   LL.D. 

"A  novel  which  is  the  work  of  a  man  of  genius.    It  will  attract  the  highest  class  of 
readers." — Times. 


XLII.— A  BRAVE  LADY. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"We  earnestly  recommend  this  novel  It  is  a  special  and  worthy  specimen  of  tho 
author's  remarkable  powers.     The  reader's  attention  never  for  a  moment  flags." — Post  _ 

"'A  Brave  Lady'  thoroughly  rivets  the  unmingled  sympathy  of  the  reader,  and  her 
history  deserves  to  stand  foremost  among  the  author's  works."— Z>a%  Telegraph. 


XLIII.— HANNAH. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"A  very  pleasant,  healthy  story,  well  and  artistically  told.  The  book  is  sure  of  a  wide 
circle  of  readers.    The  character  of  Hannah  is  one  of  rare  beauty." — Standard. 

"A  powerful  novel  of  social  and  domestic  life.  One  of  the  most  successful  effort*  of  a 
successful  novelist" — Daily  News. 


XLIV.— SAM  SLICK'S  AMERICANS  AT  HOME. 

"  This  is  one  of  the  most  amusing  books  that  wo  ever  read." — Standard. 
"  '  The  Americans  at  Home '  will  not  be  less  popular  than  any  of  Judge  HaUibnrton's 
previous  works." — Morning  Post. 

XLV.— THE  UNKIND  WORD. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLE1VLA.N." 

"  These  stories  are  gems  of  narrative.  Indeed,  some  of  them,  in  their  touching  grace 
and  simplicity,  seem  to  us  to  possess  a  charm  even  beyond  the  authoress's  most  popular 
novels.  Of  none  of  them  can  this  be  said  more  emphatically  than  of  that  which  opens  the 
•eries.  '  The  Unkind  Word.'  It  is  wonderful  to  see  the  imaginative  power  displayed  in 
the  few  delicate  touches  by  which  this  successful  love-story  is  sketched  oat."— The  Echo. 
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XLVI.— A  ROSE  IN  JUNE. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
"'A  Rose  in  June'  ia  as  pretty  as  its  title.    The  story  is  one  of  the  best  and  most 
touching  which  we  owe  to  the  industry  and  talent  of  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and  may  hold  its  owa 
with  even  '  The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford.'  " — Times. 


XLVII.— MY  LITTLE  LADY. 

BY  E.  FRANCES  POYNTER. 
"This  story  presents  a  number  of  vivid  and  very  charming  pictures,    Indeed,  the  whole 
book  is  charming.     It  is  interesting  in  both  character  and  story,  and  thoroughly  good  of 
its  kind." — Saturday  Review. 


XLVIIL— PHCEBE,  JUNIOR. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
"This  last  'Chronicle  of  Carlingford'  not  merely  takes  rank  fairly  beside  the  first 
which  introduced  us  to  '  Salem  Chapel,'  but    surpasses  all  the  intermediate  records. 
Phoebe,  Jmiior,  herself  is  admirably  drawn." — Academy. 


XLIX.— LIFE  OF  MARIE  ANTOINETTE. 

BY  PROFESSOR  CHARLES  DUKE  YONGE. 

"  A  work  of  remarkable  merit  and  interest,  which  will,  we  doubt  not,  become  the  moat 
popular  English  history  of  Marie  Antoinette."— ^peciator. 


L.— SIR  GIBBIE. 

BY  GEORGE  MAC  DONALD,  LL.D. 

"  '  Sir  Gibbie '  is  a  book  of  genius." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
"  This  book  has  power,  pathos,  and  humour." — Athenceum. 


LL— YOUNG  MRS.  JARDINE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 

"  'Young  Mrs.  Jardine '  is  a  pretty  story,  written  in  pure  English."— TVii;  Times. 

"  There  is  much  good  feeling  in  this  book.    It  is  pleasant  and  wholesome." — Athencrum. 


Ln.— LORD  BRACKENBURY. 

BY  AMELIA  B.  EDWARDS. 

"A  very  readable  story.  The  author  has  well  conceived  the  purpose  of  high-clnsg 
novel-writing,  and  succeeded  in  no  small  measure  in  attaining  it.  There  is  plenty  of 
variety,  cheerful  dialogue,  and  general  '  verve '  in  the  book." — Athenceum. 


Lin.— IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 

"In  'It  was  a  Lover  and  his  Lass,'  we  admire  Mrs.  Oliphant  exceedingly.  It  would  be 
worth  reading  a  second  time,  were  it  only  for  the  sake  of  one  ancient  Scottish  spinster, 
who  is  nearly  the  counterpart  of  the  admirable  Mrs.  Margaret  Maitland."— rimw. 


LIV.— THE  REAL  LORD  BYRON— THE  STORY  OF 
THE  POET'S  LIFE. 

BY  JOHN  CORDY  JEAFFRESON. 

"  Mr.  JealTreBon  comes  forward  with  a  narrative  which  must  take  a  very  important 
place  m  Byronic  literature;  and  it  may  reasonably  be  anticipated  that  this  book  will  be 
regarded  with  deep  interest  by  all  who  are  concerned  in  the  works  and  the  fame  of  this 
great  English  poet." — The  Times. 


WORKS  BY  THE  AUTEOR  OF 

'SAM  SLICK,  THE  CLOCKMAKER.' 

Each  in  One  Volume,  Frontispiece,  and  Uniformly  Bound,  Price  6s. 

NATURE  AND  HUMAN  NATURE. 

"Wo  enjoy  our  old  friend's  company  with  unabated  relish.  This  work  ia  a  ratfling 
miscellany  of  sharp  sayings,  stories,  and  hard  hits.   It  is  full  of  fun  and  fancy." — Athenceum. 

"  Since  Sam's  first  work  he  has  written  nothing  so  fresh,  racy,  and  genuinely  humorous  as 
this.  Every  line  of  it  tells  in  tome  way  or  other — instructively,  satirically,  jocosely,  or 
wittily.  Admiration  of  Sam's  mature  talents,  and  laughter  at  his  droll  yarns,  constantly 
alternate  as  with  unhalting  avidity  we  peruse  the  work.  The  Clockmaker  proves  himself 
the  fastest  time-killer  a-going." — Observer. 

WISE  SAW^S  AND  MODERN  INSTANCES. 

"  This  delightful  book  will  be  the  most  popular,  as  beyond  doubt  it  is  the  best,  of  all  the 
author's  admirable  works" — Standard 

"The  book  before  us  will  be  read  and  laughed  over.  Its  quaint  and  racy  dialect  will 
please  some  readers — its  abundance  of  yarns  will  amuse  others.  There  is  something  to 
suit  readers  of  every  humour." — Alhenceum. 

"The  humour  of  Sam  Slick  is  inexhaustible.  He  is  ever  and  everywhere  a  welcome 
visitor;  smiles  greet  his  approach,  and  wit  and  wisdom  hang  upon  his  tongue.  We  pro- 
mise our  readers  a  great  treat  from  the  perusal  of  these  '  Wise  Saws,'  which  contain  a 
world  of  practical  wisdom,  and  a  treasury  of  the  richest  fun." — Morning  Post. 

THE  OLD  JUDGE ;  OR,  LIFE  IN  A  COLONY. 

"  By  common  consent  this  work  Is  regarded  as  one  of  the  raciest,  truest  to  life,  most 
humorous,  and  most  interesting  works  which  have  proceeded  from  the  proliflc  pen  of  its 
author.  We  all  know  what  shrewdness  of  observation,  what  power  of  graphic  descrip- 
tion, what  natural  resources  of  drollery,  and  what  a  happy  method  of  hitting  off  the 
broader  characteristics  of  the  life  he  reviews,  belong  to  Judge  Haliburton.  We  have  all 
those  qualities  here  ;  but  they  are  balanced  by  a  serious  literary  purpose,  and  are  employed 
in  the  communication  of  information  respecting  certain  phases  of  colonial  experience 
which  impart  to  the  work  an  element  of  sober  utility." — Sunday  Times. 

TRAITS  OF  AMERICAN  HUMOUR. 

"No  man  has  done  more  than  the  facetious  Judge  Haliburton,  through  the  month  of  the 
inimitable  '  Sam,'  to  make  the  old  parent  country  recognise  and  appreciate  her  queer 
transatlantic  progeny.  His  present  collection  of  comic  stories  and  laughable  traits  is  a 
budget  of  fun,  full  of  rich  specimens  of  American  humour." — Globe. 

"Tankeeism,  portrayed  in  its  raciest  aspect,  constitutes  the  contents  of  these  superla- 
tively entertaining  sketches.  The  work  embraces  the  most  varied  topics — political  parties, 
religious  eccentricities,  the  flights  of  literature,  and  the  absurdities  of  pretenders  to  learn- 
ing, all  come  in  for  their  share  of  satire  ;  while  we  have  specimens  of  genuine  American 
exaggerations  and  graphic  pictures  of  social  and  domestic  life  as  it  i&  The  work  will 
have  a  wide  circulation." — John  Bull. 


THE  AMERICANS  AT  HOME. 

"In  this  highly  entertaining  work  we  are  treated  to  another  cargo  of  capital  stories 
from  the  inexhaustible  store  of  our  Yankee  friend.  In  the  volume  before  us  he  dishes  up, 
with  his  accustomed  humour  and  terseness  of  style,  a  vast  number  of  tales,  none  more 
entertaining  than  another,  and  all  of  them  graphically  illustrative  of  the  ways  and  man- 
aers  of  brother  Jonathan.  The  anomalies  of  American  law,  the  extraordinary  adventures 
uicident  to  life  in  the  backwoods,  and,  above  all,  the  peculiarities  of  American  society,  are 
variously,  powerfully,  and,  for  the  most  part,  amusingly  exemplified." — John  Bull. 

"In  the  picturesque  delineation  of  character,  and  the  felicitous  portraiture  of  national 
features,  no  writer  equals  Judge  Haliburton,  and  the  subjects  embraced  in  the  present 
delightful  book  call  forth,  in  new  and  vigorous  exercise,  his  peculiar  powers.  'The 
Americans  at  Home '  will  not  be  less  popular  than  any  of  his  previous  works." — Post. 
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JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN. 

"  This  is  a  very  good  and  a  very  interesting  work.  It  is  designed  to  trace  the  career 
from  boyhood  to  age  of  a  perfect  man— a  Christian  geutleman,  and  it  abounds  in  incident 
both  well  and  highly  wrought.  Throughout  it  is  conceived  in  a  high  spirit,  and  written 
with  great  ability.  This  cheap  and  handsome  new  edition  is  worthy  to  pass  freely  from 
hand  to  hand  as  a  gift-book  iu  many  households."— i'.rammer. 

"  The  story  is  very  interesting  The  attachment  between  John  Halifax  and  his  wife  IB 
beautifully  painted,  as  are  the  pictures  of  theii'  domestic  life,  and  the  growing  up  of  their 
children,  and  the  conclusion  of  the  book  is  beautiful  and  touching."— Athenceum. 

"The  new  and  cheaper  edition  of  this  interesting  work  will  doubtless  meet  with  great 
success.  John  Halifax,  the  hero  of  this  most  beautiful  story,  is  no  ordinary  hero,  and  this 
his  history  is  no  ordinary  book.  It  is  a  full-length  portrait  of  a  true  gentleman,  one  of 
nature's  own  nobility.  It  is  also  the  history  of  a  home,  and  a  thoroughly  Enghsh  one. 
The  work  abounds  in  incident,  and  is  full  of  graphic  power  and  true  pathos.  It  is  a  book 
that  tew  will  read  without  becoming  wiser  and  better." — Scotsman. 


A  WOMAN'S  THOUGHTS  ABOUT  WOMEN. 

"A  book  of  sound  counsel.  It  is  one  of  the  most  sensible  works  of  its  kind,  well  written, 
true-hearted,  and  altogether  practical.  Whoever  wishes  to  give  advice  to  a  young  lady 
may  thank  the  author  for  means  of  doing  so." — Examiner. 

"These  thoughts  are  worthy  of  the  earnest  and  enlightened  mind,  the  all-embraciug 
charity,  and  the  well-earned  reputation  of  the  author  of  '  John  Halifax.'  "Standard. 

"  This  excellent  book  is  characterised  by  good  sense,  good  taste,  and  feeling,  and  is 
written  in  an  earnest,  philanthropic,  as  well  as  practical  spirit." — Post. 


A  LIFE  FOR  A  LIFE. 

"  We  are  always  glad  to  welcome  this  author.  She  writes  from  her  own  convictions, 
and  she  has  the  power  not  only  to  conceive  clearly  what  it  is  that  she  wishes  to  say,  but 
to  express  it  in  language  effective  and  vigorous.  In  '  A  Life  for  a  Life  '  she  is  fortunate 
in  a  good  subject,  and  she  has  produced  a  work  of  strong  effect.  The  reader,  having  read 
the  book  through  far  the  story,  will  be  apt  (if  he  be  of  our  persuasion)  to  return  .\nd  read 
again  many  pages  and  passages  with  greater  pleasure  than  on  a  first  perusal.  The  whole 
book  is  replete  with  a  graceful,  tender  delicacy ;  and,  in  addition  to  its  other  merits,  it  is 
written  in  good  careful  English." — Athenoeum. 

NOTHING  NEW. 

'"  Nothing  New '  displays  all  those  superior  merits  which  have  made  '  John  Halifax  ' 
one  of  the  most  popular  works  of  the  day." — Post. 

"The  reader  will  find  these  narratives  calculated  to  remind  him  of  that  truth  and 
energy  of  human  portraiture,  that  spell  over  human  affections  and  emotions,  which  have 
stamped  this  author  as  one  of  the  first  novelists  of  our  day." — John  Ball. 


THE  WOMAN'S  KINGDOM. 

'"  The  Woman's  Kingdom '  sustains  the  author's  reputation  as  a  writer  of  the  purp<it 
and  noblest  kind  of  domestic  stories.  The  novelist's  lesson  is  given  with  admirable  force 
and  sweetness." — Athenwuin. 

"  •  The  Woman's  Kingdom  '  is  remarkable  for  its  romantic  interest.  The  characters 
are  masterpieces.    Edna  is  worthy  of  the  hand  that  drew  John  Halifax."— Poit. 


STUDIES  FROM  LIFE. 

"These  studies  are  truthful  and  vivid  pictures  of  life,  often  earnest,  always  full  of  right 
feeling,  and  occasionally  lightened  by  touches  of  quiet  genial  humour.  The  volume  is  re- 
markable for  thought,  sound  sense,  shrewd  observation,  and  kind  and  sympataetio  feeling 
for  all  things  good  and  beautiful." — Post. 


WORKS  BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF 

JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAJ^. 

(CONTINDED.) 

CHRISTIAN'S  MISTAKE. 

"A  more  charming  story,  to  our  taste,  has  rarely  been  written.  Within  the  compass 
of  a  single  volume  the  writer  has  hit  off  a  circle  of  varied  characters,  all  true  to  nature — 
some  true  to  the  highest  nature — and  she  has  entangled  them  in  a  story  which  keeps  us 
in  suspense  till  the  knot  is  happily  and  gracefully  resolved;  while,  at  the  same  time,  a, 
pathetic  interest  is  sustained  by  an  art  of  which  it  would  he  difficult  to  analyse  the  secret. 
It  is  a  choice  gift  to  be  able  thus  to  render  human  nature  so  truly,  to  penetrate  its  deptha 
with  such  a  searching  sagacity,  and  to  illuminate  them  with  a  radiance  so  eminently  the 
writer's  own.  Even  if  tried  by  the  standard  of  the  Archbishop  of  York,  we  should  expect 
that  even  he  would  pronounce  'Christian's  Mistake'  a  novel  without  a  fault." — T/te  Times. 

"This  is  a  story  good  to  have  from  the  circulating  library,  but  better  to  have  from  one's 
bookseller,  for  it  deserves  a  place  in  that  little  collection  of  clever  and  wholesome  stories 
which  forms  one  of  the  comforts  of  a  well-appointed  home." — Examiner. 

MISTRESS  AND  MAID. 

"A  good,  wholesome  book,  as  pleasant  to  road  as  it  is  instructive." — Athenceum. 
"This  book  is  written  with  the  same  true-hearted  earnestnesa  aa  '  John  Halifax.'     The 
Bpirit  of  the  whole  work  is  excelleut." — Examiner. 
"A  charming  tale  charmingly  told." — Standard. 

A  NOBLE  LIFE. 

"This  is  one  of  those  pleasant  tales  in  which  the  author  of  'John  Halifax  '  speaks  out 
of  a  generous  heart  the  purest  truths  of  life.' — Examiner. 

"  Few  men,  and  no  women,  will  read  'A  Noble  Life '  without  finding  themselves  the 
better." — Spectator. 

"  A  story  of  powerful  and  pathetic  interest." — Daily  News. 

A  BRAVE  LADY. 

"A  very  good  novel,  showing  a  tender  sympathy  with  human  nature,  and  permeated 
by  a  pure  and  noble  spirit," — Examiner. 

"A  most  charming  story." — Standard. 

"  We  earnestly  recommend  this  novel  It  is  a  special  and  worthy  specimen  of  the 
author's  remarkable  powers.    The  reader's  attention  never  for  a  moment  flags." — Post. 

HANNAH. 

"  A  powerful  novel  of  social  and  domestic  life.  One  of  the  most  successful  efforts  of  a 
successful  novelist" — Daily  JVews. 

••  A  very  pleasant,  healttiy  story,  well  and  artistically  told.  The  book  is  sure  of  a  wide 
circle  of  readers.    The  character  of  Hannah  is  one  of  rare  beauty." — Standard. 

THE  UNKIND  WORD. 

"  The  author  of  'John  Halifax'  has  written  many  fascinating  stories,  but  we  can  call  to 
mind  nothing  from  her  pen  that  has  a  more  enduring  charm  than  the  graceful  sketches  in 
this  work.  Such  a  character  as  Jessie  stands  out  from  a  crowd  of  heroines  as  the  type  of 
all  that  is  truly  noble,  pure,  and  womanly." — United  Service  Magazine. 

YOUNG  MRS.  JARDINE. 

" '  Young  Mrs.  Jardine  '  is  a  pretty  story,  written  in  pure  English."— 7'Se  Times. 

"There  is  much  good  feeling  in  this  book.     It  is  pleasant  aud  viho\esome. "—Athen<eum. 

"A  book  that  all  should  read.  Whilst  it  is  quite  the  equal  of  any  of  its  predecessors 
in  elevation  of  thought  and  style,  it  is  perhaps  their  superior  in  interest  of  plot  and 
dramatic  intensity.  The  characters  are  admirably  deUneated,  and  the  dialogue  is  natural 
aud  clear." — Morning  Post. 
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ADAM  GRAEME  OF  MOSSGRAY. 

" '  Adam  Graeme  '  is  a  story  awakening  genuine  emotions  of  interest  and  delight  by  its 
admirable  pictures  of  Scottish  life  and  scenery.  The  plot  is  cleverly  complicated,  and 
there  is  great  vitality  in  the  dialogue,  and  remarkable  brilliancy  in  the  descriptive  pas- 
sages, as  who  that  has  read  '  Margaret  Mailand '  would  not  be  prepared  to  expect? 
But  the  story  has  a  'mightier  magnet  still,'  in  the  healthy  tone  which  pervades  it,  In  its 
feminine  delicacy  of  thought  and  diction,  and  in  the  truly  womanly  tenderness  of  its 
sentiments.  The  eloquent  author  sets  before  us  the  essential  attributes  of  Christiin 
virtue,  their  deep  and  silent  workings  in  the  heart,  and  their  beautiful  manifestations  in 
the  life,  with  a  delicacy,  a  power,  and  a  truth  which  can  hardly  be  surpaased."— ifomiFi^ 
Pott. 

THE  LAIRD  OF  NORLAW. 

"We  have  had  frequent  opportunities  of  commending  Messrs.  Hurst  and  Blackett's 
Standard  Library.  For  neatness,  elegance,  and  distinctness  the  volumes  in  this  series 
surpass  anything  with  which  we  are  familiar.  '  The  Laird  of  Norlaw  '  will  fuUy  sustain 
the  author's  high  reputation.  The  reader  is  carried  on  from  first  to  last  with  an  energy 
of  sympathy  that  never  flags." — Sunday  Times. 

" '  The  Laird  of  Norlaw '  is  worthy  of  the  author's  reputation.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
exqtiisite  of  modem  novels." — Observer. 


IT  WAS  A  LOVER  AND  HIS  LASS. 

"In  'It  was  a  Lover  and  his  Lass,'  we  admire  Mrs.  Oliphant  exceedingly.  Her  story  ig 
a  very  pretty  one.  It  would  be  worth  reading  a  second  time,  were  it  only  for  the  sake  of 
one  ancient  Scottish  spinster,  who  is  nearly  the  counterpart  of  the  admirable  Mrs.  Mar- 
garet Maitland."— 7Ynie«. 


AGNES. 

'"Agnes'  is  a  novel  superior  to  any  of  Mrs.  Oliphant's  former  works."— Athenwu'n. 

"Mrs.  Oliphant  is  one  of  the  most  admirable  of  our  novelists.  In  her  works  there  are 
always  to  be  found  high  principle,  good  taste,  sense,  and  refinement  '  Agnes '  is  a  story 
whose  pathetic  beauty  will  appeal  irresistibly  to  all  readers." — Morning  Post. 


A  ROSE  IN  JUNE. 

"'A  Rose  in  June'  ia  as  pretty  as  its  title.  The  story  is  one  of  the  best  and  most 
touching  which  we  owe  to  the  industry  and  talent  of  Mrs.  Oliphant,  and  may  hold  its  own 
with  even  '  The  Chronicles  of  Carlingford.'  " — Times. 


PHCEBE,  JUNIOR. 


"This  last  'Chronicle  of  Carlingford'  not  merely  takes  rank  fairly  beside  the  first 
which  introduced  us  to  '  Salem  Chapel,'  but  surpasses  all  the  intermediate  records 
Phoebe,  Junior,  herself  is  admirably  drawn." — Academy. 


LIFE  OF  THE  REV.  EDWARD  IRVING. 

"A  good  book  on  a  most  interesting  theme." — Times. 

"A  truly  interesting  and  most  affecting  memoir.  'Irving's  Life'  ought  to  have  a  niche 
in  every  gallery  of  religious  biography.  There  are  few  lives  that  wiU  be  fuller  of  in- 
struction, interest,  and  consolation." — Saturday  Review. 
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ALEC  FORBES  OF  HOWGLEN. 

"No  account  of  this  story  would  give  any  idea  of  the  profound  interest  that  pervades 
the  work  from  the  first  page  to  the  last" — Aihenmum. 

"A  novel  of  uncommon  merit  Sir  Walter  Scott  said  he  would  advise  no  man  to  try 
to  read  'Clarissa  Harlowe'out  loud  in  company  if  he  wished  to  keep  his  character  for 
manly  superiority  to  tears.  We  fancy  a  good  many  hardened  old  novel-readers  will  feel 
a  rising  in  the  throat  as  they  follow  the  fortunes  of  Alec  and  Annie." — Pall  Mall  Oazette. 

"The  whole  story  is  one  of  surpassing  excellence  and  beauty." — Daily  News. 

"  This  book  is  full  of  good  thought  and  good  writing.  Dr.  Mac  Donald  looks  in  his  stories 
more  to  the  souls  of  men  and  women  than  to  their  social  outside.  He  reads  life  and 
Nature  like  a  true  yoeV^Sxaminer. 


ROBERT  FALCONER. 


"  '  Robert  Falconer '  is  a  work  brimful  of  life  and  humour  and  of  the  deepest  human 
interest  It  is  a  work  to  be  returned  to  again  and  again  for  the  deep  and  searching 
knowledge  it  evinces  of  human  thoughts  and  feelings." — Aihenceum. 

"  This  story  abounds  in  exquisite  specimens  of  the  word-painting  in  which  Dr.  Mac 
Donald  excels,  charming  transcripts  of  Nature,  full  of  light,  air,  and  colour." — Saturday 
Review. 

'•  This  noble  story  displays  to  the  best  advantage  all  the  powers  of  Dr.  Mac  Donald's 
genius." — Illustrated  London  News. 

"  •  Robert  Falconer  '  is  the  noblest  work  of  Action  that  Dr.  Mac  Donald  has  yet  pro- 
duced."— British  Quarterly  Review. 

"  The  dialogues  in  '  Robert  Falconer '  are  so  finely  blended  with  humour  and  pathos  as 
to  make  them  in  themselves  an  intellectual  treat  to  which  the  reader  returns  again  and 
again."— Spectator. 


DAVID  ELGINBROD. 


"  A  novel  which  ia  the  work  of  a  man  of  genius.  It  will  attract  the  highest  class  oJ 
readers." — Times. 

"There  are  many  beautiful  passages  and  descriptions  in  this  book.  The  characters  are 
extremely  well  drawn." — Athenmum. 

"A  clever  novel.  The  incidents  are  exciting,  and  the  interest  is  maintained  to  the 
close.  It  may  be  doubted  if  Sir  Walter  Scott  himself  ever  painted  a  Scotch  fireside  with 
more  truth  than  Dr.  Mac  Donald." — Morning  Post. 

"David  Elginbrod  is  the  finest  character  we  have  met  in  fiction  for  many  a  day.  The 
descriptions  of  natural  scenery  are  vivid,  truthful,  and  artistic;  the  general  reflections  are 
those  of  a  refined,  thoughtful,  and  poetical  philosopher,  and  the  whole  moral  atmosphere 
of  the  book  is  lofty,  pore,  and  invigorating." — Globe. 


SIR  GIBBIE. 

" '  Sir  Gibbie '  Is  a  book  of  genius." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"This  book  has  power,  pathos,  and  humour.  There  is  not  a  character  which  is  not 
lifelike.  There  are  many  powerful  scenes,  and  the  portraits  will  stay  long  in  our 
memory." — Athenaeum. 

" '  Sir  Gibbie '  is  unquestionably  a  book  of  genius.  It  abotmds  in  hnmoor,  pathos, 
insight  into  character,  and  happy  touches  of  description." — Graphic. 

'"Sir  Gibbie'  contains  some  of  the  most  charming  writing  the  author  has  yet  pro- 
duced."— Scotsman. 

" '  Sir  Gibbie '  is  one  of  the  most  touching  and  beautiful  stories  that  has  been  writteo 
for  many  years.  It  is  not  a  novel  to  be  idly  read  and  laid  aside ;  it  Is  a  grand  work,  to  be 
kept  near  at  hand,  and  studied  and  thought  over." — Morning  Post 
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